








Vp-.'' ' - \ V^‘ 






.^2 . 
















t'":- 



THE 




J 

- OF 

KING RICHARD 

7HETHl%T>. 

Contayning %’s trecherom Plots, agamft 

hif Clarence •. pjtepmrfitffmmh^ of hit im^ 

cnit Nepthewes f bis dranoiis v/uepstion : vficb tbe Yfbnle 

couife bir detefted lifi^aird 
deftrt$e 4 i€*tb* 

As it bacb betnelacely A^ed by the Kings Maicldes 
Semutt/^ 

Newly sgmented. 

By tv$(b4m Sbitl^/ftarf, * 



’H 



lii 






‘^•-1 
:■ . if 









*#> 






»• ji i ^ ONDON. 
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Enter Richard Dttk^ofgieeefier, film, 

OW is theMvinterof dilcoDtctiCj 

Made glorious (bmmer by this Sonne of Terhe : 

And all the rioudes that low'r vpon out houiCy 



In the dcepc bofome of the Oce an buried. 
Now are oiir browes bound with ti<ft©riuf wreatbcSi 
Oar bruited armes hung vp for monuments. 

Our flerne alarums chang’d to meri y meetings. 

Our dreadfull marches to delightfuil pleafures. 
Grim-vifagde war, hath ‘fmoothd his wrinkled front, 
And nowinfted (sfmountingbaibed’fleedesj 
To fright the foulcs of fearefull aduerfaries, ’ 

He capers nimbly in a Ladies chamber, 

. To the laciuious pleating of a lone, 

But I that am not fliarpe of Iportiue trickes. 

Nor made to court an amorous looking Glaflc .* - 

I that am rudely tlampt,and want loues maiefty. 

To ftrut before a wanton ambling Nymph ; 

I that am curtaild of this faire proportion, 

Cheated of feature by diffcmbling nature, 
Deform’djvnfinifbtfrnt before my time 
Into this breathing world halfc made vp, 

Andthat fb lamely and vnfafhionable, • 

That dogs barke as me as T halt 3t them .* ' 

Why I iothis wedkc piping time of peace 
Hauc no del ight to pa fle away the tnne, 

Vnleffetofpicmy fhadow iothe funne* 

And dcfcant one mine owMcdefdrmity r - 

And therefore fiioee I canfr'o't pfduealouer • 
Toentertainethefe faire Well fp6keftdaye$*, 
lamdcterminedteprouca vilb^ 

And hate the Idle pleaf&rcs of thefedayes i 
i lots haue I Iayd,mdkii^oni dahgerotis,^ 
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The •tr^edfe 

»y Afunlcen ^t‘^'|>l>•(5es}ib€1'5 and d'eamcf^ 
Tofetmybrottiet CAirrw/ and the Ktr>g^ 

In deadly hare the one agatoH the other, 

And ifl^nff Edvard be a$ Troe and iuft ' 

A* I aw fubtiie, falfeand trechsrous; 

This day thocifd Clarence cfofely bee mewd vp. 

About a prophehe which fayes that G. 

Of Edwards heh-es the rawtthe rer fbalf be.- 
Dine thoughts downe to my (aide, Satfr Clarneeml) 
Meets QUrenee comet, a Gssardtftm, 

Brother, good dayes, what tneane this atmedguard- 
That waits Tpoii your grace r 
CU. His niMeily tendnng my perfetK faietyjuth appoiand 
This condu(5l to conuey meto the Tewet. 

&/t. Vponwhat caufe? 

0a, Bccaiife. my nameis^rtr^t, 

Gl», Alacke my Lord, that fault is none of yourt^ - 
He fhould for that commit your god fathers r 
O belike his maiedy hath Come intent 
That you (hall be new cbtiftned in the tower. 

But what is the matter C/4feMee,mayi know? / 

Yea AicWdwhen I doeknow, fetl protefl : ;a 
As yet I doe not, but as I can learnc. 

He herkens after propbelies and dreames, 

Aiid from the crofTc-row pluckfs the letter G, 

And fayes a wizard told him that by G, 

Hit ifTue d i(inherite4 fboukt be, > 

And for niy name of begins with G, 

It foilowes in his thought that X am be; 

Thefe as I learne and (uch like toyes as thefe, 

Haue moued his highnefle to commit me iww. 

GU, Why this it is when menare rulde by women, 

Tis not the Kihg that fends you to the Tower, 

My Lady Gray bis wifc,C/4re«« tis flie 
That tempts him to this extreamity, » . . 

Was it not fhe and that good man of worXhip 
jdssthai^ Pf'aodsisie hefbiotbtnhete. 

That made him fend Lord Hafiingt to the tower. 

From whence this preient day he is deliuered ? 
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^RicHard the Third, 

CU . By heauen I tbinke thcrcis no man fecur’d 
But the queenes kindred, and night walking heralds 
that trugc betweene the King and M ftris Shrrt • 
Heard you not wbataij' humble fuppliant 
Lord Haftings wastohetfor hisdclioery f 
Gia. Humbly complayning to her Deity, 

Got my Lord Chambetlaine bis libecty, 
lie tell you what , I thinkc it weft our way. 

If we will keepe in fauour with the King, 

To bee her men and were her liuery, 

T be icalousore-wotnc widdow anciber ftffey 
Mncc that sur brother dubd (hen# GcntlcwoiweB, 



Are mighty goffips in this monardhy. 

Bre. I bcfcech your gram both (o^pardon nae f 
H is maiefty hatfc ftraigbtly ghien in charge. 

That no man fhaft haue piluate conference. 

Of what dcgrece foeuer with hit brother. 

G/e. Euert f <9 and picafe yonr worfiiip B 
"You may pertake of any (biag weie fay t 
We fpcake no.tteafon man,we fey the ICng 
Is wife and vcmiottsawd the noble Queen# 

Well thoke ifi'yeateSffaifcaB'dnoricaldus, 

We'(ay that wrfebatba pretty foote, 

Achety lip a bonny eye, a palftug plealing tongue ; 

And that the Qut eneskirtdred are made gentle folkes t . . 
How fay you hr, cart yon detfy all this? 

Bra, With this(My Lord) my frlfehath noi^t td do, 

Glo. Noiightto do with Mifrris Shore, 1 tdi thee fcKow, v 
He chat doth nought with her excepting one, ' ' - 

Were heft he do it fccretiy alone, ' - - ■ 

Bro. Whaconcirtyliord? 

Glo, Her husband knaue,wotfldfr’chou betray me^ 

Bra, I bcfcech your Grace to patdon me, andwithaJifof- 
Youf conference with the noble Duke.- ( bear# 

Cla. vie know thy charge Brol^ea^sny,md will obey, 

Gla. We arc the Queenes Abic^ and rouft obey, 

Brodkr (atewcll 1 wik fnEOtheKing, 

And wbatfoeucr yoiswiU'imploy mein,- - : 

Were it tocail-KihgBdiertriib Widdow Met, 

A 3 iwm 
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TheTfdgedie 

I will perfbfme it to infrancfiiftyoii, 

Mcane time thwdecpedifgracc in brother hood ' 

Touches n[jc deeper then you can imagine. * 

GU, I know it p/ealcth neither of v$ well. 

Glo. Well your imprifonment lhall not belong. 

1 will deltucr you, or lie for you, 

Meane time haue patience. 

CU. I muft perforce , farewell. q 

Gte. Go tread the path, that thou flialc nereretqrne 
Simple plainc C/lireweJ doc loue theefo, * 

That I will fhortly fend thy foule to heaueii^ 

If heauen will take the prelent at our hands. 

But who comes hecrc thene w tieliucred Haftinji. 
Snter'LerdHafitngs. 

Good time of day vnto my gracious Lord 
gio.hs much vnto niy good Lord Chamberlaine * 
Wcll,are you Wellcome to this open airc. 

How hath your Lordfliip brookt iraprilbnmenc ? 

Haft, with paticnce/noble Lord) as prifoners muft $ 
But I fhall Hue my Lord to giuetheni thanks, 

That were the caufe ofmy imprifonment* 
gU. No doubt, no doubt,and fo fliall Clarence too. 

For t hey that were your cnemyes, are his. 

And haue preuaild as much on him as you. 

More pitty that the Egle £hould be mewed 
While Kites and Buzzards prey at liberty. 

Cte. What newes abroad, 

/Us/?. No newes fo bad abroad, 'as this at home j 
The Kingis fickly wcake and mcIaachoIJy, 

And his Phifitians feare him mightily* , 

<?/<». now by faiDt*?^*/ this newes is bad indeed,. 

Oh he hath kept on ill diet long, 

.*dnd ouer much conliimed bis royal] perfbn, 

Til very grieuous tobcthoughtvpon, 

What is he in his bed ? 

Hnji.Hc 13. 

Gle, Go you befbie,and I will follow you, Exit 
He cannot line I hope, and muft not die 
Till George be packc with poft horle vp to heauen * 

He ia to vrge hit hatred more to Clarence, Witli 









^Richard Third. 

With lies well fteeld with weightie arguments, 

.^ndif I failenotinmy deepe intent, 

Clarence hath not another day to hue ; 

Which done God take King Edwwd to his mercy. 

And leaue the world for me to bufTcll in , 

For thtn lie marry Warwicks youngeft daughter. 

What t.hongh 1 kill her husband and her father, 

The redit ft way to make the wench amends, 

Istobecomcherhusbaod and her father: 

The which will I not all fb much for loue, • ’ - 

t/4% for another fccrct clofe intent, - 

By marring her which I muft reach vnto. 

But yeti run before my herfe to market .* 

Clarence ftill liues,£^4rd ftill raignes, 

Wbentheyare gone then muft I count my gainc* Exit 
Enter Ladj Anne, with the herfe tf Henry the fxt. 

Led). Set downs, fet downe, your honorable Lord.. 

If honor may be fhrowded in a hcarfe, 

Wbil’ft I a while obfequioufly lament 
The vntimely fall of vertudus Lancaftcr, 

Poore kcy*cold figure of a holy King, 
Paleafbesofcheheufcof Lancaftcr, 

Thou blcudlffte remnant of chat myall bloud. 

Be it lawfuil that I itiuocate thy Ghoft, 

To hcarc the lamentations of poorc 
Wifeto.thy Edward, totby ftaughceredfbnne, 

Stabd by the felfe fame hands that made theft holes 
loein thole windowes chat let forth thy life, 

Ipourethe hefpelefire blamcofmypooreeycs, , , 

Curft be the hand that made the fatal! holes, 

Curft be the heart, that had the heart to doe it* 

More direfull hap betide that hated wretch. 

That makes vs wretched by the death of thee : 

Then 1 can wifh tovldders, fpiders^ toads, , 
Oranycreepingvenomde thing that liues. 

Ifeuet he haue child, ahortiue be it, 

ProdjgiousBndvnttmeiy brought to light: 

Whofi) ygly and vnnatur^l afpc6l 

fright . the hepcfull mothet at the view» 
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The Tfit^idie 

Ife uer he hane wife let her be tftdd ^ 

As mtferable by the death of hiin, 

As 1 am made by my pobte Lord and thefc. 

Come now towards O&^rr/p^ with your holy foad 
Taken from Paulcs to be irthefted there : 

And ftill as yow ate w/esty of the vsaight. 

Reft you whiles I lawertt ’Htufits coarl^. 

E^iitr GlitttJtiK 

gio. Stay you that bfearS the tOarfe,atid fet it downe 
L4, What biacke Magitian>eotliutes tp this fend * 

To (lop denoted charitable deeds } 

Gl«. Villaitic,fct dOWtte the CbUrRi or by Saint 
lie make a coarfc Ofhiiti thit difobeyos P 
C«n. Sund backeaod LeithecofRnpaffe, 
ij^.Vnmannet’ddogjftandthdu wbett I connaitddi 
Aduance thy halbert hijghw then ffiy brtft, 

Or by 5aitit PtfUi ile fltike chee to aiy foote. 

And fpuroe vpon that begget for thy boldnes. 

L a. What do you crembie, nte you all affraid ? 

Alas, I blame you nocfbi you are mortally 
And mortall eyes cannot endure the Diuell. 

A uant thou fcaref ull minifler of hell. 

Thou hadft but power oUer his Oiortall body. 

His ibule choucanll not baue therefore be gone, 

Glo, Sweet Saintfor charity, bee not ib cUrft* 

L>4. Foule diuell, for Gods (aka hence and trouble yitwt) 
For thou baft made the happy earth thy hell : 

Fil’d it with curling cries and deepe eaclaimes, 

Ifthou delight to vew tby*hanious deeds, 

Bthold this pattetne of thy bUtdiefles. , 

Oh Gentlemen fee,fee dead henties wounds. 

Open their congeafd ftiOutfe and bleed aftefe, 

Bfufli, blulb, thou lunape of fouie defotijiltyi ‘ ■ 

For tis thy prefence that exhala this blood, ^ ‘ 
From cold and empti* yeyucs wbete noblettd dwell. | 
Thy deed inhumane and ynnafutall, •; J 

Ptouokes this deluge jnsft Tnnaruratl, ’ " 

Oh Ood, which this bloudffiad’ft,reuet^e his death: 

Oh earth which this bloud df'i^'ft,reuei^e his death : 

the mttiihctcr dead, 
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the Third. 

Orearth weopen Wide.sod«ate Wm 

As thou Idft fwallbw rp this good K,n^ bi^d, 

Which his Hell-gouetnd armc hath b««h«ed. 

Glo Lady, you know no rule of chanty, 
Wb^chrcndcfgoodforbad » 

La. Villanne,thou kiaowft no law OfGod, nor ma». 

No bcaft lb fieree. but kaowes fomc touch o[P'«‘e> 

Glo Bat I know none, and therefore am no beaft. 

La. Oh wonderful! wbcBdeuilstell tbs truth, 

C/e, More wondctrullwheni ^ngels are to angry, 
Vouchfifc dcuinep 5 tfc^ionqfi;Wi'oma», 

Gi thefc fuppofed cuiUtogiuemeleaue, 

By circumttance but to acquit my Iclt^c. 

La. vcuchfafc defiifed infedUon of a man. 

For thfc knowne eoifa but to gVuanw Iwac,. 

By circuiuftanrc Wcurfe thy cutfeu fcifc* 

Glo. E alter that' tongue can name thee, Iw me nau« 

Some patient leafure to eitcufe my felfe. ^ 

La. Fooler then heart can thinkethee, thou canft make 
Nocxcufemrftfi*,burto’hang'thy felfft 

Glo. Byfuchdifpairel tald aecufe mylclte. 

La. Ahd-bydirpafingfbonldftthou ftandeKCufde* 
Fordoing worthy vengeance on thy felfe. 

Which didft, vnwotthy flaughtcr vpon others. 

Glo. Say thfefl’fevv them not, 
iwl Why^w de&d? 

But dead theyareatid rhueliftiiflaoc by thee. 

( 7 *. Ididnoi krtlyoathusbandi. . 

La. Why thcnfe'jstlliuei ; 

Glo. Nayheisdcadandiflwiicby Edwardshan^* 

£ 4 . In thyfoufethi^ttt^Oii lieft. Qji5ene^4rjgr#» few 

Thy bloody faiilchibn feiooklng in hh? blood. 

The which thou once didftbend agamft hti bre% 

But that my brother btst'affid&thc ptiyriK .1 

Qlo. Iwasprouoked'by heiflandct'oiwtdngat 
W hich laid her guHt vptoriVfiy gtliftloffe flinulde**. 

La, Thoa Waft phouoked by tliy bloody miiTde,< 
Which neuer dreamt OB oi^ht ; butfeutcheryes : 

Didft thou not kill this Kihg ? pt*. I graitye^ 

B X*4» 



Tire Trxgeiie I 

La, Doeft graunc me hedgehog , then God crant m.. 
Thou maiefibc damned for that wicked deede. 

Oh he was gentle, milde, and vertuotJJ. * | 

g lo. The ficter for the King of Hcauen that hath him f 

La. He is in hcaoen, where thou ftiaicneuer come ' ' 
Glo LethimthaDkemcthatfaoIpctofendhimtbithcr 

For he was fitter for that place then earth. ’ 

La. And thou vnfitfor anyplaccbuthell. 

G/<;. Yes one place elfcjfyou willhearcmenamelt i 
Some Dungeon. Your bed. i! 

La. Ill reft betide the chamber where thou lieft, I 

<j/<>.SowillitMaddamtillIlicwithyou. * F 

La. I hope fb. 

Glo. I know fo, but gentle Lady .4n$$e, • 

To leaue this kind incountar of your witf^ 

Aud fall foinewhat into a flower methede .* ' 

Is net the cauferof the time-lefle death*, * | 

Ofthefc Plantagenets, /Yrwi^aod 
As blamefull as the executioner.' 

La. Thou art the caufc , and moft accurft effe^l, I 

Glo. Your beauty was the caafe of thateffcfl, 1 

Yourbeauty which did haunt mein myfleepe [ 

To undertake the death of all the world. 

So I might reft that hourein your fweetcbolbmei ! 

La. Ifl thought that,.! te/I thee homicide, * 

Thcfc nailes fhould rend that beauty from their cheekei. , 
could ncucr endure fweete beauties wrack, i 

You uiouldnotblemifbthemiflftoodby; ■ 

As al the world is cleared by the Sunne, 

So I by that, it is my day, my life. j 

La. Blackcnightouerfltad thy day,aad death thy life f 

Glo. Curfe not thy lelfe fairc creature, thou art both. 

La. 1 would I were to be reuenged on thee. 

G/o. Itisaquarrell moft vnnaturall) 

To be reuenged on him that loueth you , 

La, Itisaquarrelliullandreafonable, 

To be reuenged on him that flew my Husband, 

Glo. He that bereft thee Lady of thy husbands 
Did it to bclpc ibcc to a better husband. 

La 



g^Richatd tbiTbkd. 

La. His better doth not breai b v pon the ear tW. ^ 

Glo. Go too.hc Hues that loucs you better then he could 

1 . 4 . Name biro (?*. Plantagenet.. 

1.4. Why what was bee? . 

Glo. The fclfe-famc name but dne of be tter nature, 

La. Where is hec ? 

Glo. Mutt. 

why doeft fpit at me? 

La. Would it were mottall poyfonfot thy (ake. 
C/tf.Ncucr camepoyfon from fo fweete a place, 

L 4 . Neuer hung poy/on on a fowler toadc. 

Out of my fight thou doeft infc(a my eyes, 

Glo. tiiine eyes fweete Lady hauc infedfed mine, 

La. Would they w ere Bafiliskcs to ftrike thee dead. 

Glo. T would they. were, thatl might die at once, 

For now they kill me with a lining death : 

Thofe eyes of thine/rom mine hauc drawflc fait tcatcs. 
Shamed their afpedk withftore of childilh drops, 

I neuer fued to frinds not enemy, 

My tongue could neuer learnc fweete fmoothing words. 

But now thy beauty is propcfde my, fee;. 

My proud heart fucs, and prompts my tongue to fpeakc. 

Teach no: my lips fuch fcorne, for they were made. 

For kiifiiog Lady not for fuch contempti 

If thy reucngcfull heart cannot for giue, 

Loc here 1 lend thee this fharpe poynted fwetd, 

Which if you plcafe to hide in this true bofome, 

And let the foulc forth that adorneth thee : 

I hy it naked to thy deadly ftroake ; 

And humbly beg the deaths vpon my kntfc. 

Nay, doc not pawfc.twas I that kild your husband, 
Buttwasthy beauty that prouokcam* ! 

Nay now difpatch, twas I that ktid king Henry, 

But twas thy heauenly face that fet me on : Herefiot lets 

Takcvpthcfwordagaine,ottaketpmc. faHthefmrd. 

La. Anfe diflcmblcr, though I wifli thy death, 

I will lotbethe executioner. 

Glo, Then bid me kill my fclfe, and 1 will doeic. 

L<i. Ihaucalrcadict. 

S 2. 



Shee ffitteth at him. 










Gto. Ttfli, that wasin the r»g«.*o., 

Speake it agains, and euen with the vvai d. 

That hand which foe thy Loue did kid thy Loua^ 1 
‘^Shall for thy loue, kill a farre truer leue. 

To both rheir deaths thou Ihaltbcaacclfaiy* 

La. I would know thy heacr. 

G/s, Tis figured iaray tEirgue. 

£<f. I fcarc me both arc fallc. 
gif. Than oeuer man was true. 

La. WcU,well, put vp your iTwsord. 

Glo, Say then noy peace i&made. 

L*. That (ball you know hereafter. 

Clf. But I (ball liueinhope. 

La. All meal hope hue fo. 

Glo. Vouchfafe to weare this mng. 

La. Totakei&noctogiue> 

Git Looke bow tins ring iaeoaipaflKh thy fioger^ 
Euen fo thy breft incloiethimypeoce heart. 

Were both of them for both ofthem are chioe* 

And if thy poore liipplpat may: 

But beg one fauour at thy gracious hand, . 

Thou doeftconfirmehis bappinelTefereuer. 

La. What isit ? 

Glo. That it would pleaie thee leauc thele faddeligaei 
To him that hath more cauie to be a movroer, 

A prefcntly repaire to Croabie pJace, , i 

Whcrc,after I haue (elemncly enterred 
At Cbcrtfie Monaftery this nobie Kii^, 

And wet his graue with my repentant tearesy 
I will with ail expedient dutieiee you : 

Tor diuers vnknowiie leaioBs^ 1 be^ch you 
6rant me this boone. 

La. with aliiay heart, and much k ioyeai&etoe^ 

To fee you arc become fo penkeiw ; 
and Aert^jgoe a long with me. 

(Qlo. Bidmefareweli. 

La. Tis more then you deicrue .’ 

But (incf you teach mebow to BatteryoUf 
Imagine I haue fayd farewell alrcadie 
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^ Riel ‘ard the 

Sirs, take vp the coiufc, 

S 4 T Towards Chcrrfjc noble Lord ? ^ . 

GA. Notowbitc Fryers there attend mycommiog! ^ 
Waseuer womanimbi* humour weed ? Bxunt M*"(^ Gle, 
Was cuer woman in this bumourwonne ? 

I!e haue ber,but I will not keepc her Jot^. 

What I haue kiid her husband and her f«her, 

To take her inher hearts extrearoett heate: 

With cuiffsinherroemh teares iaher eyes. 

Andinothingtobackemy <BW whball 
But the plainc Diucland dilTcmblirig lt^kes, 

And yet to winberall the world is nothing? Hah. 

Hath ftiee forgot aheadythat biauePnoce 
Edward, her Urd. Whowlfbipe three motKtbsfincc 
Stabdin my angry mood « 

A fwceicr andloucliergenikwan, 

Ftttnd in the prodigality of nature.* 

Yongi>ttUant,Wjffe.and no doubt right royali* 

Thefpacious world catmoc agalne affootd. 

And will Ibe yet dcbace her eyes on roe, 

That crept ihc golden ptiroc of this (weet Punce, 

And made her widdow to a woefi^ bed ? 

On me , whole all not equals Edwards inoity. 

On me that halt, and am vnfbapcn thus? 
MyDukedometobe a bcggerly denier, . 

I doc miftake my perfon ailitbis while. 

Vpon my life (bee finds ,althQUgh 1 cannot 
My fclfe, to he a marualous proper man, 
llebeatchargesforaiLookjpg-glaffe, . , ; 

And enter|aine fomeleareiOf two of tailors / - 
To ftudk faflibns to adorpe my body , 

.Since lamcrepcinfauour wkhmy (elfe, /. 

1 wiU maintaine it with arlktle coft. 

But fit ft ile turae yon fellow in his gratie, , 

And then tetuKie latnentiog^toUliy ioue. 'v. 

Shine outfaire funne, tiU Ii^e baugbtd^gl^, 
Thatlmayftemyfbubwaslpaire^ 

B I Enter 









TheTugedj 

Enter QueeftCy Lord Rmtrs and Gr*y \ ‘ 

^/. Haue patience Maddam, chets no douUhh nuiefly 
Will'lbone tccoucr his accuftonied health, ’ 

Gray, in that you brookc it ill, it makes him worfe, 
Therefore for Gods‘fske encertaine good comfort, 
and cheate his grace with quickc and merry words, 

Qm. If he were dead what fhould betide of me ? 

Kt, No other harme but lode of fuch a Lord. 

Tire loiTc ot fuch a Lord includes all harme. 

Craj^ The heauens haue bleft you with a goodly fonne. 
To be your comforter when he Is gone; 

Qu. Ohheisyong,andfiis tnin'ority- 
Is put ill the truft of %Jch. Glouccfter, 

^ man that loues not me , nor none of you* 

'Hj. It is concluded he fliall be Protedlor? 

It is tfetcrmincd , nbtcoacludiedye^ 

But ib it muft be if the King milcarry, Enter Bm\, Dariy 
Gr. Here comes the Lords of Bu^tnyham and Dsrhj, 
Bmc. Good time of day vnto your royall grace. 

Dor, God make your maieflyioyfoll as you haue bent, 
j^. The Counteffe Rtchmend^ood my Lord of 
To your good prayers will fcarce fay , amen .• 

Yet T)%rl>y , not withflanding fliees your wife, 

And loues not me , be you Lord afl'ured 
I hate not you for her proud arrogancie. 

Dar. I bcfei ch you either not beleeue 
The enuious flaiiders of her acculcra, 

Or if flic be accufed in truereportj 

Scare with her weakeneffe, which I thinkc proceeds 

From wayward ficknefle.and no grounded malice. 

Ri. Saw you the Kingtodsyrny Lord 
Dar. But now the Dukeof Swci^ir^b^nrandlj 
Came from vifiting his Maieftie. 

What likelihood of his amendment Lords ? 

Rue. Madam, good hope, bis grace fpeakes cheaifuHf' 
Qu. God graunt him health, did you confer with him? 
Bue. Madam we did , He defires to make attonement 
Betwixt the Duke of GhceFter and your brothers. 

And betwixe them and my Lord ChamkcrlaiHCt 






, ^Richard the Third. 

And fenttowatnethemof his royallprefencc. 

f Oft. Would all were well, but that will neuet be, 

I’f^ our happinefle is at the bigheft. Enter GUeepet* 
They doe me wrong and I will not endureic; 

Who arc they that complains vnto the King ? ; . : . f 
That I forfootham fterne louc them not : 

By holy Pdu/ they louc his grace but lightly 
That fill his earcs with fuch dirtentious rumours t 
Becaufcl cannot flatter and {peakefaire, , . . 

Smile in mens faces fmooth deceiue and cog 
Ducks witbFretifli nods,and apifli courtefie, 

I muft be held a rarikctous cncmic. 

Cannot a plaine man line and chinke no hatmc, . 

Butthus tnfimplc truth muft be abufde , ; j 

Byfilkenflieinfinuating iackes? 

Ri. To home in tbiiprefcnce fpeakes your grace, 

G/e. To thee that h ath no hoaefty nor grace. . ; : 

When I haue iniured thce.when don C'thce wrong, ^ 

Or thee, or tbcCjOrany ofyour f^ion f . , m :: f 
^ plague Tpon you all. His royall perlba 
( WhomeGod preferue better then you can wifh ) 

Cannot be quiet fcarce a breathing w hile. 

But you muft trouble him with lewd.complainrs. 

Qu. Brother of Glecefier^ you miftake the matter : , 

The king of bit owne royal! difpofition, 

.^nd not preuokt by any futtrelfe, 
w^ytning belike a 1 your intcriou^atted, 

Which in your outward adions flicwes it felfe, 

Againft my kindred, brother, and myfelfe .* 

Makes him to (end that whereby wee may gailicr 
The ground of your ill will, and to temoue it. 

Ch. I cannot tell, thft world is grownefb bad, 

Tbat>rre»/ way prey where d are not pcarch. 

Since euery lackc became a Gentleman 
There’s many a gentle perfon made a lacks. 

Qu, Ccme,comc we know your meaning brother GlofieVy 
Y . u enuic mine aduancement and my friends, * 

God gram we neuer may haue needeofyou. 
g h. Mtauc time, God grantihat we haue neede of you. 

Out 




y\ 
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lieTugeiiie 

Out brother k imprifontdB? yotir ineatteJ, 

My fcltc-dif^racedian i theNobility 
Held incohteinpr, wtnltt many fairc 
Ate dayly'giucH to choble thc;fc 
That fcarfe lomdtwoilatyts'fincc were 
Q». l^y him ihat raifiJc itir tib tin's carcfuH 
From that contented hap virhich } chioyd, 

I oetier dW ihfenie ' hti Maicfty 
Againfi thcDuke'df GlaithWjbirt fiauebccne 

AnearncA adhbJjke idbitadt fmhifiT, 

My lord, you doe md femelhil mMy,- ■ 

Falfely to draw me in,fuch vdelafjwft ; 

do. Vou may dciw that you werfc nbt the 
Of my Lord 

%iH. ShcmaymyLotdi ' ‘ ‘ 

do, ShemiyiLi^mtr/.whTwho knowes nb.... 

She may doihbic fit i3icn dertyirrgihat : 

She may hc?pc you to.many preferments, 

And then deny hct. Sydiug hand therein,' 

And lay thofe honiiuti on yonrh^ deftftSi 
Whatmiy fhe norj l^e way-, yta iti'atrjf may fhe. 

What marry may fhc ? 

do, Whatml'iTymaylhe ? marry with sfKing 
AbatchCktiahaodlfehtlffriplihg wo. - >• 

1 w'lS your Grandjrm hid a ■WOtlirbiirch. 

Qtu My L. of Gloceftfer, I hiiuc to long borne 
Your blunt vpbraidihgs, and your bittef icoffi 
By lieauen I will acquaint his Maieffy, 

With thofe grolfe taunts I often haue end 
I had rather be a country ferua'nt matd. 

Then a Qu^c with thiscondirion, 

To be thustaumcdjfcoined.andbaiiTd'at', • 

Small ioy haue I in being Ba^htuds Queeftc. cfW*T**' , 

Mar. And Icfncd be thatfmall, God fbefccclid'fV 

Thy honour, ftare, and feat is due to me. 

(jlo. What? threat ycu me with ttllingthc'Kirg? 

Tell him and fpare not lookc what rfayd, 

I will auoch in prefence of the King : 

Tis time to fpcake , when paiues arc q^ulte forgot. 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard 1 1 1 {S7C 22^20) LONDON,' 



OfKicUtdt^tTkifj. 

A/ 4 f.Outdmel,Iremtmbenhe^^ 

ThJ?u lleweft my husband in the Towel, 

1 was a pafck-hotfe in h« grw afairdij 
A wcedcr out of his proud aduerfanea, 

A liberal! rewarder of his tricndi.' 

Toroyallizc hisbloodlfpiltmtncowne, ^ - 

Oh iMrtr. Yea, and much better blood, then hw oc dune 
^ In all which time, you arid y^r husband Graf, 

Were fadUous for tbe'bou(cofL<«»^;wr : 

And i?«er/,fo were you. Wasnot your husband 
Ih iMar grots battsilc at S^nt Albons flame i 

Let me put in youf mind,'4f yours forget, 

What yoif hanebccoe ere now, and wnai you tree. 

Withall. what rhaiie'be^tic.and what 1 am. ^ 

Oh, Mar, A mUitherous villsioci and fo ftiU thou art. 
Poore Ctarowi did fmfake his Father Warwkkfi 

Yea and forfwotc himfclfc ( whwh lefu pardon ) 

i?*,Afar.WhichGodfeuenge, 
do. To fight bn Edwards party for the ctowne,- 
And for bismeede ( poorc Lord; hec is mewed ?p 
I would to God ray heart were flint like Ed»arai, 

Or Edwar* foft and pitty full like mine, 
lamtoechildilhfooliftiforthisworld. . 

(^,Mar. H ie thee to hell for diame, aed leaue the world| 
T^ Cacodoemon, there thy kin® dome is. 

Ei, My Lord of Gtociflor in thofc buljc dayes. 

Which heic yoii wge to proue vs enemies, 

Wefollow then our Lord, our lawfull King, 

So Ihould we now if you fhould be our King. 

Git, If I Ihould be ? I had rather be a pedlar, 

Farre be it froiii my hcaft the thought of it, 

QH Mxt Aalutlcioy(myLord; asyou.fuppofe 
You flvjuid enioy, were you this countries King., 

As little ioy may yba liippote in me. 

That I enioy, being the eocene thereof, 

A little ioy enioyes the Q^cene thereof, 

For I am me, and altogether ioy kfle : 

C lean 







TheTrdgedis 

1 an no longer hold me patient. 

Heare me you wrangling pirates that fall out, 

X (hakiog out that which you haue pild from me* 

Which ef yon trembles not that looke on me? 

If not, that I being i^«»e,you bow like fubieftj 
Yetthatbyyoudifpold, you quake like reabeist * 

O gentile rillaine, doe not tiirne away. 

Glo Foule wrinkled, witch, what makft thou in my 

But repitition of what thou hafl mard • 
That will I make, before I let thee goe : 

A huiband and a fonne thou oweli vnto me. 

And thou akingdotne, all of you alleagence ; 

The (brrow that I haue by right ii yours, 
Andallthepleafureyou vfurpe, ismine^ 

gis. The curfc my noble father layd one thee, 
when thou didft crownc his warlike browes with paper \ 
And with thy fcorne drewfl riuers fiem his eyes, 

And then to drie them,gau’ft the duke a clout' 

Steept in the blood of pritty Rmtlaitd : 

His curies t hen from bitterneffe of foulc. 

Denounc’d againfl thee , are fallen vpon thee. 

And God, not wc,hath plagudc thy bloodic deed, 

Ou, So iuft is God to right the innocent. 

Hafi.Q twasthe fouleftdeed to flay that babe, 
Andthemoft mcrcileffc that cuer was heard of. , . | 
Ri, Tyrants thcmfelucs wept when it was repotted, t 
Dorf. No man but propheiicd reuenge for ir. f’ 

Buc 'hlerthumhrlAnd then prcfcnt, wept to fee ir. 

What? were you ftarling all feforc I came, 
Ready to each each other by the throat, 

And turue you now your hatred new one me? 

Did Ybrkes dread curie preuaile fomucb withhcaucfl, 
That Henries death my louely Edwards death. 

Their kingdomes loft my woefull baaifhment. 

Could allbut aafwerc for that pceuiihbrat? 

Can curies pearce the clouds, and enter heauen ; 

Why then giuc way dullclouds to ray quicke curies t 
If not by warre, by furfet die your King. 

As ours by murdei to make him a King, 
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o/K\c\nid T&jrd. 

Edward mV fonne,which now is prince of ^a/es’ 
for Edward my fon, which was aPrioce of Wales, 

Die inhis youth by like vntimely violences. 

Thy fclfc a Qucene,for me that was a Quecnc, 

Outliue thy glory, like my wretched felfe .- 

Long maift thou iiuc to waile thy childrens loBe, 

And fee another, as I fee theenow 
Deckt in thy gloiy ,as thou art ftald in mine .* 

Long die thy happy dayes before thy death, 

;^nd after many lengthened hourcs ofgricfe. 

Die neither mother,wifs,«or Englands Que«n«. 
jfi««r/and Dcr/er}, youwere ftandersby, 

^nd fp was thou Lord HaftiagSy vshenniy foone 
Was fliibd with bloody daggers, God 1 pray him. 

That none of you may liue youtaatuiallagc. 

But by foroc vnldbkt accident cut off. 

<?/tf.Haue done thy charme thou hatcfull withered hag. 
Q^Ma.Atid leaue out ihee?ftay dog,for thou (halt heats 
If heauen haue any greeuous plague in ftore, ( me, 

Exceeding thofc that I ean wifli vpon thee s 
O let them keepe it till thy finnes be ripe, 
uind then hutlcdowne their indignation 
On thee the tioublcr of the poote woilds peace .* 

The wormc of coUlciencc fUll begnaw thy (bulc. 

Thy friends fufpedi for tray tors whilft thou liueft, 

^nd take deepe uaytors for thy dcareft friends. 

No fleepe clofe vp the deadly eyes of thine, 

Vnleffe it be whilft fome tormenting dreamc 
Affrights thee, with a hell of Vgly diuels, ■ 

Thou eloifti markt,abortiuc rooting hog. 

Thou that waft feald in thy natiuitie 
The flaue of naturc,and the fonne of hell, 

Thou flaundet of thy mothers heauy womb. 

Thou loathed ilTuc of thy fathers loynes, 

Thou rag of honeur, thou detc'fledj&c. 

Glo.cMargret, 

Q^,Ma.%^hard, Gh.'Ha* 

Q^. Ma. I call the not. 

Gle, Then I cry thee mercy ; for I had thought 
C a 
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TheTragtdte 

Thou 1-aft cald me all tbcfc bi.tcr name». , 

Qu.Mar. W Uy fo I did ,but looks for no rc^>Iy : 

O let me make the period to my curie. 

G/e.Tis done by me and <nds by LM*rgret. 

Thus haue you breathed your cutfe agaioft your felfe, 

Qu Poore painted Qtieej^e, vaineflourifliofmyfor. 
Why ftrewft thou lugar one that botled fpider, ' tune; 
Whole deadl y web in(hareth t bee about ? 

Foole foole^thou whetQ a knife to kill thy Iclfc, 

The time will come wheu thou Ibalt wilb for, me, 

To helpe thee curfif that poifotied bunch backl toade, 
H*fi‘ Fallc boHing woman , end ihy.fr^atjck cutle, 
Leaft tothybatrue thpu moucout:patishde.i 
Qm. yW.Fo^iiiamo vpon you, you haueall inpw’d mine. 
Ri. Were you well fwu!d ypi| wbuld'bc Mugbt ypj|r duty, 
Qn.Ma, Toferu; trrc wcil,you Ihould doc the duty, 
Teachnaee tobceyour Queenc, and you_ ijiy fufeje^bV ! 
Oblerue me well and teach your Iclues. that dutie. / 
Difpute not withher flifi is luoatiquc., 

Qm.M4. Peacemafter Marqudie,you arcni?lapert, ’ 
Your fire-new ftarnpe of honour is, Icitce cufraut ; 

O that your young nobility could iudgr.. 

What tVere tp loole it and be mifei able,? 

T hey that fla^ high, ha>ic many blafl s to fliake them, 
And if theyfail thcydafll them to peeces. 

Glo. Good counlcll marry,, Icarnc itjearne it Marqh?s> 
Dor/. It toucheth youfmy,Lord) asmuefi as roe, 

Glo. Yea, and much inorc,but I was borne lb high,^ 

Our aiery buildeih in thc.Cardars top, 

And dallies with the windCjand feomes the funpe, 

Qu.Ma, tunics the Sunne to Ibidejafasialas, 
Witnes my funne now rn the fbade cfdeath, 

Whofc bright omlbining bcamcs, thy cldudy,WWk». 
Hathineternalldarkencflcfouldedvp.* • 

Your aicry boildeth iu our aciricsncaft. , 
OGodthatfccftitjdoenotfuireric.* . , 

jii it was won with blood, loft be it fo. 

Buck.. Haue done for fliamc, if oot for charity, 

M»Yjfgc neither charity rtor lhame to the, , 

- ' Vnen^j 



Vncharitably with me haue ypu dealt, 

v^nd lhamefully by you ^y hopes arc butchered, . 

My charity is outrage, lifeufiy lham^^ 

yiid in my lhame fttall liue my forrowes rage. 

' I will kifle thy band 

In Irene of league and amity with tl.ee : 

NoWfairc bcfill thee and thy Princely boufe. 

Thy garments are not Ipotted with our bloody 
Nor thou within the compaffe of my curfe. 

Bitek. Npr none hecre tor curftstjcucTpafla 
The lips oftbem that breath them in the aire. 

j2».^4r,Ilc not bclecuc but they alTehd the skic, 
ji '.d there ay akeGods gcntleflceping peace. 

O beware of yonder dog, 

Lookc wiicnhc faiincs he bites, and when h« bites, 

His venome tooth will rankle thee to death, 

H aue not to doe with him, beware of him •• 

Sinnc,death,ind hell haue fet their markca on him. 

^nd al! their minlffers attendpn him. 

Glo, What doth Ihc faymy Lord of Buckjagbam}- 
Nothing that I reipefitmygratious Lord, 

Qu Mor. YA-iit doett thou fcornc mefor my gentle coun- 
-. 4 iid footh the diuell that I warnc thee from ? 

0 but tem*mbct; this another day, 

When he fhall Ipljt iby very heart with lorrow, 

fay poore Morgret was a Prophetefle i 
Liuc each of you-, |hc ftbie^^his hate. 

And he to you,fln.l all of you lO Gods. . . 

Hop'. My haire doth ftand an end to hceiehercurfes;. . 
fRju,^Aod(o dathminci IwPndct lbeesatliberiy?s? 

G/#. TcannPti^larBchetbyGddsiuslymQt^^ . O 
She hath had too much wrong, andirtcpcat.^i : 

My part thereof that, rbauc done. 

Hafi. I neuer did her apy to my knowledge^ 

Glo. But you haue all tbs Yantagecifithis.-moPg^ 

1 yiras too hot t^ . 

That is to cold in thi iking one it' now t . 

Marty as for C(f 4 re»c#, hec is welt repaydj, 

\ C 3 Hce 
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Th TiT4gedj 

JHc is frankt vp co fattiog for his paincs, 

God pardon them that art the caitfe of iCt 
Rtu. A vertuous and Chriftiatt like cone lutios. 

To pr jy for them that haue done icath to vs. 

<?/«». So doe I cucr being well adtjifed, 

Forbad I curft, nov/ 1 bad curffmy fclfc, 

^<3ry; Maddam his Maietty doth call foryou : 
e/^nd for your noble grace and you my Lord., 

Qa. Cut shy 'fit come. Lords will you goe with vs. 

B.t. Maddara wc will attend your grace. Mtt. Gh, 
Gif, I doethcc wrong, and firft beganto btaul. 

The ftcret roilchiefe that I fet abroach, 

I lay vnto the grecvi*us charge of others : 
^Airtfxcejwhomc I indeede haue laid in darkeneue . 

1 doc beweepe to many fimple gulls .* 

Namely to Haftings,Datby Buckingham. 

And fay it is the Quecne.and her allies. 

That liirrcthe K. againft the Dube my brother. 

Now they belccue mc.and withall wet me 
To bee reuenged one V~*t*ghf*t,(ar 4 y» 

Butthcnfigh.andwithapccceoffcriptuie, ^ 

Tell them that God bids vs to doe good tor euUl ; 

And thus I cloath ray naked villany ^ 

With old od ends, fto'.en out of holy wnt, 

^nd feeme a S. when moft I play the dtucll. 

But loft hecre comes my executioners, Enttr exteutimi- 

How now,my hardly flout relblucd mates, 

A re yea not going to difpatch this deed r 
Exe, W^e are my Lord and come tobauethe war , 

That wc may beadmitted where he is. ^ 

Glo. It was well thought rpon, I haue it heere about , 

When you hauedoncrcpaitetoaolbyplacc: 

But firs, be fuddainc in the execution: 

Wichall, obdurate doc not hecre htm plcade. 

For Cljtrens is wellfpokcn,and perhaps 

Talkers arc no good doers be aiTureo. 

Wc entne to vfcour handund not ©ut tongues. 






oJVivSMxdtheTiird. 

(j/tf.Your eyes drop milftone?,when foojcseici drop ftaces^, 
I like you Lads, about your bulineffe. Extott 

“ Enttr Ci*renetBro\enbfiry, 

Era, Why lookes your Grace fo heaualy to day ? 

CU> O I haue paft a miferable night. 

So full of vgly fights, of gaftly dreanocs : 

That as I am a Chriftian faithfull man, 

I would not ^end anothf l fuch a night. 

Though t’were toby a world of happy dtyes, 
Sofullofdifmall terrout was the time. 

Bn, What was your dteamc ? I long to hear* you tell it. 

CU Me thought I was imbirkc for burgundy. 

And in my company my brother Glecefitr, 

Who from my cabben teatiptcd me to walke 
Vpon the hatches there ho lookes toward EngUnd, 

And cited up a thoufand featefull times,' 

During the Warres of Tarkg and LancnjltTf 
That had befallen vs : as wc paft along, 

Vpon the giddy footing of^the Hatches, 

Me theugnt that gltcefier flnmbled and in flurabling,^ 
Strookc me ('that thought to flay him)ouer boord ^ 

Into the tumbling billowes of the maine : 

Lord, Lord, me thought what paineit was to drown*. 

What dredfull noyfc ofwatet in mine cares, 

V/hat a fight of death within mine eyes : 

Me thought I law a thoufand fearefuil wrackes. 

Ten thouland men that fllhes gna wed vpon. 

Wedges of gold, greate Anchors, heapes of peaile, 
Ineflimable flones, vnvalued icwels. 

Some lay in dead mens fculs, and in thole holes 
Where eyes didonce inhabit, there were'erept 
As ifit twere in fcorne of cycs,refle6Iing gems. 

Which wade the (limie boitomc of the deepe, 

Aad mokt the dead bones that lay fcatered by. 

5 r«i^,Had you fuch Icafure in the time ofdcathy 
To gaze vpon the fecrets of the deepe ? 

C/<s.Me thought I had : for ftill the enuious flood 
Kept in my lbule,and would not let it foonh. 

To kcepc the empty ,vaft,and wandring ayre. 
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■' ^he ir^geiHie 

But frtioihrei it within my yantihg bailed, 

^hich almoft burft to belch it iri the fci. 

Brol{. ,A w ak t yLii liot WidvrhisfCre agohie ? 
CUr,0 lib, my drCdtii'e vvit IfcogtHtic'ddftct life, 
G rhen bcgaiuhc temptll’bf fhy IBule,' 

Who paft j' me tlmO^h^yiihe thtJiindbly’flBtSti, 

Withtiiat critu fcirif^in which F^cdeii^fitcbfj 

Vnto the King, dome bf pe^jKtUafi tii£fit : 

The fitft that th6fe' did grcctc my ftrdh|ct foule, 
Was my great Fathftln law, renowned ^armckf, 
Whef cried ^3ud, what ftonVge for ^riury 
Can this dai^e monatchie aft»rd fine Clarettet} 
And fo he vanilht .•Then c«oi4 Watidf ing by, 

A lhadowjikedd Arig«lk|irt 
Dadledih^dod.'dfld he ftjocakta^at a loud, 

Ckrenctii come/alfc, 'fluting, pwitnrd^4W««? 

That flabd me in thc'fielH at : 

Seaze one him furies , take Him toy our torments, 

-for* ‘ 



Wi th that me thoi^htci legion of foule feinds 

Enuironcd 'rhe about, aud howled in niitie carts. 

Such bidious cries, that with the very noife, 

I trembling wakt, andforaftalbnaftcr. 

Could not bclccuc but tliatl was in hell, 

Such terrible imprclRon tnadc the dreame. , 

JBrok. No maruailctivy totd thhughitaitfrightcdyw,, 
I proraifeyou I am afraid to' hearc youtell it. 

^/4. 0 lhaue done ihoife things. 

Which now bcare cuidehce a^inft my ibule. 

For Edwards fake and fee How heiequlcerme,: 

I pray thee gentile keeper flay byme. 

My foulc is he'auy aud I faine would Itcepe. 

Brok. 1 will|piyLord)God giueyOiJrgraccgocWreR,, 
Sorrow bteak^'^afonsjand repoliogbbwfcs ^ 

M. kes the nightlnorning, and the noonctide night. 
Princeshauc but their title for their glories. 

An outward honour for an inWaid toylc : 

And lor vnPelt imaginations. 

They often leele a world of rcftleflc cares ; 

So that betvtiat your tides, and low names, 



There' 






o/ Richard ’t- 

There s nothing differs but the outward fame. ■ 

The murderers inter. , . , . 

In Gods name what are you, and bow came you hither ? 
Exe. I would fpeake with ClareneejinA I came hither on 
Kro Yea. arevefo briefe? my legs, 

2. Exe. b fir, it is better to be briefe then t^ious, 

SbewhimyourCommiflien.talkenomorc. Here*detbsi. 

Bre.l am in this commanded todeliuec 
the noble Duke of Clarente to your hands, 

I will not tcafoD what is meant thereby 
Bccaufc I will be guiltlcffe of the meaning ; 

Heere ate the keyes, there fits the D uke a fleepe. 

He to his maiefty and cettifie his Grace, 

That thus ! bauc refigndmy place to you, 
jEA^e.Dofoit isapoyntofwifdeme. 

2. What ftiall we flab him as hefleepes ? 

I . Noe then be will fay twas done cowardly 
When he wakes. 

Why^ole he Iball ncucr wake till the ludgcmcnt day. 

1. why then he will fay we flabd him fleeping- 
The vrging of that word Iudgcmem,hath bred 
Akinde of remorfe in me. 

li What art afraid? , . . . . j 

a . Not to kill him hauing a warrant for it.but to be damnd 
For killing him, from which no warrant can defend vs. 

1. BackctothcDukeof(7&«/?er,teUbimf6. 

2, I pray thee flay a while , 1 hope iny holy humour will 
ChaDge,twa$ wont to hold me but while one could tell xx. 

j. How doeft thou feclc thy fclfc now ? (me 

a. Faith feme certaibe dregs of confcicncc are y« within 

1. Remember our reward when the deede is do.ie, 

2. zounds he dies,! had forgot the reward . 

I. Where is thy cqnfience now ? 

a. In theDukeofG/ocefJffrpuife. 

1. So when he opens his putfe to giu,c vs our reward. 

Thy confcicncc flies out. 

2. Let it goe thef s few or none will cntertainc it. 

1 . How if it come to thee againc ? 

D ' 2. He 
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The Tfdgtdie 

». He not meddle with it,it is a dangerous thiog’ 

It makes a man a coward. A man cannot ftcalc, 

But itaccufc:hhim,he cannot ftealebutit checks htiu. 
Hecannotlic with his neighbours wife but iedetefts 
Him,itisablunVingfhimfuIifpiritcthatmiitimc$ * 

In a mans bofbmc : it fils one full ofobftacics, 

]t made me once rellore a pccccof gold chat I found, 
Icbeggersany man thatkeepesittit is turnd out ofall* 
Townes and Citties fora dangerous thing, and cuery 
Man that meancs to liuc well, and cndcauours.to truft 
Tobimfelfe,and liuc vvithouti'r. 

1. Zounds, it is cuen now at my elbow, perfwadinome 

Not to kill the Duke. . ' 

2 . Take the diuill in thy minde, and bclceuc hifn not, 
He would infinuate with thee to make thee figth. 

I. Tut I am ftrongin fraud ha cannot prcuailc with me,; 
I warrant thee. 

1 . Stood like a tall fellow that relpcdls his reputation, 
Come fhall we to this gcaic ? 

Take him cuer the coffard with the hilt of my fwerd, 
And then we will chop him in the Malmley, but intlientxi 
a.Oh excelcnt deuicc, make a foppeofhim. roomej 
j, Harke,he(lirs,fhalllftrikc?, 

4. Nojfirllletsrcafon with him. Cl4.4mkelh. 

C/4. Where arc thou keeper,giue meet cup of wine. . 

1 . You (hall haue wine enough,my Lord anone, 
C/4.Jn Gods name what art thou ; . 

2 . A man, as you are. 

C/4. But not as I am, royall. 

1 . Not you as wee are loyall. 

C/4. Thy voyce is thunder, but thy lookes arc hunibla. 
a. My voyce is now the Kings, my lookes mine owne. 
C/4. How datkely and how deadly doeft thou (peake? 
Tell mee,who are you ? wherefore came you hither ? 

-dm. To, to, to. 

^/4. To murther me ? 

C/4, Y ou (carce haue the heart to’ tell mec fo. 

And cherelbre cannot haue the heart to doe it, 

Wberetn my friends batic I ofifended you } 

I, Offended 






oj Richatd thellotrd, 

l< offended vs you haue not , but the King* 

C/4. 1 (hall be reconciled to him againe. 

2 . Ncuer my Lo. therefore prepare to die. 

Cld.yirt you cald forth from out a world of men 
To (lay the innocent f what is my offence ? 

Where are the euidence to accufe me ? 

What lawful! queft hath giuen their vcrdiift ^p 
Vnto the frowning ludge, or who pronounc’d 
The bitter (cntcncc of poore Clarence death. 

Before I be conuisSlc by courfe oflaw ? 

To threaten me with death is moft vnlawfull : 

I charge you as you hope to haue redemption. 

By Chrifts dearc blood (bed for our grccuous fioncs, 
That you depart and lay no hand one mee, 
Thedeedeyou vndcttakcisdammdjlc, 

1 , What wee will doe, wc doe vpon command. 

2 . ^ndhethathath coranaanded vsis the King. 

C/4. Erroneous vaffailc, the great King of Kings, 

Haue in his Table of his Law commanded, 

Tliatthou (haltdocno murder, and wilt thou then 
Spume at his cdi(ft,and fiillfill a mam? 

Takchccdc.for he boldcs vengeance in his hands, 

To huile vpon theit heads that breake bis law. 
a. e/iad that fame vengeance doth he throw on thee» 
For faUc forfwcaring and for murtber too ? 

Thou didft rcceiue the holy Sacrament, f , ■ 

To fight the qusrei of^the houlc of Lancafler. 

1 . /(nd like a traitor to the name of God, 

didft bteake that vow, and with thy trccherous blade . 
VnriptthebowclsofthySoneraignes fonne, ; ' 

2 . Whomeihou wert fwbrneto cherifb and defend.. 

1 . How canft thou vrge Gods drcadfull Law to vs. 

When thou haft btooke it in fo deere degree ? 

C/4. -r41as, for whofe fake did I that ill deed? - 
For 5 '</w 4 r</,for my brother, forhisfakc; ' ; ' ’ 

Why fits he fends you not to murdex me for this, ' ■ . 
For in this fin he is as^ieepe as I, 

If God will be reuenged for this deede, 

Take not the quancU from his powerful! arme, 

Da 
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Tfje Trdgedie 

He needs no indirei^nerlawfull ccutfc, 

To cut off thofe that hiue offended him. 

I. Who madethee thcnabloodyminiffcr. 

When gallantfpring, braue ’Tla»tagenety 
T he Princly Nouice was ff rookc dead by thee, 

C4*. My brothers lone, the Deuill, and my rage, 

1 • Thy brothers loue, the Dcuill, and thy fault, 

Haue brought vs hither now to murder thee. 

Cla, Oh, if you loue my brother hate not me, 
lamhisbrothtrandllouchim wcU: 

If you be hirde for neede gee backe againc. 

And I will fend you to my brother Gioetfler, 

Who will reward you better for my life, 

Then Eclrpurd vs ilffor tydings of my death, 
a. You are dcctiued your brother Ghcejier httts ' 
CU, Oh no,he loues mce and he holds me deare, 
Co you to him from me. 

Am. I (b we will. 

C/4. T cll him, when that our Princely father 
Bleff his threefonnes with his viflorious arme : 

And chargd vs from his foulc to loue each other. 

He little thought cf this diuided friendfliip. 

Bid Glocefler thiuke on this and hec will wcepe, 

I milftones, as lielefloned vs to wcepe, 

Cla, O, doe not flaundcr him for he is kind. 

1 . Right as fiiow in harueft, thou deceiueff thy felfe, 
Tis hec that fent vs hither now to murder thee. 

C/4.It cannot be .* for when Iparted with him 
He hugd mein bis atmes,and fwore with fobs 
That be would labour my deliuery. 

Why fo-.he doth, now he deliuers thee 
From this worlds thrauldome: to the ioyes ofheauen, 
I. make peace with Gcd , for you muff die my Lord 
CU. Haff thou that holy feeling in tby fouls, 

To counfell mce to make my peace with God, 

And art thou yet to thy owne foulc fo blind, . 

That thou wilt war with God, for mmdring me i 

Ah firs confider he that fet you on 

Tq doc this deedc,\yill hate you for tbii deede, ^ 




^ Richard Tijird. 



f { 7 / 4 . Relent, and faue your fbulesi 
j . Relent, tis cowardly , and womaniffi. 

CU. Not to relent, is beaftly .fauage, and diucliffi . 
Myftiends I fpic feme pitfy in yous ibokcs ; 

Ohifthy eyebenot aflatceier, ■ 

Come the u one my fide and ioircctc for me t 

A beegir^g Prince what beggar pitties not ?' - - 

I. Ithus, and thus .'ifihis will not ferue, Hefltd}shtm 
lie chop thee in the main efey Butin the next roomc. 

^.A bloody deed and defperatly petformd, ; i i ^ 

How faine would 1 like ?iUte wafla tnyhTand^ ’ 

Ofth/smoft grieuous guilty murderdone. 

I. W hy doeft thou not hclpc me ? 

By heaucnthcDuke lhall know how flackc thou art. 

3 , 1 would he knew tbatl had fauedhis brother, - - 
Take thou the fee and tell him whatT fay, 

For I repent me that the Duke i» ffaifle. 'E'xit. 

I. So do not I, goe coward as thou art. 

Now muff I hide hii body in Jbme hole, 
VmilltheDukctakcorderfotllisbutiallj- 
^nd whenIhaue myni«e(iTrSfiufl;away, - - 

Foi this will out, and here I muff not ftay, ’Exe$ntt. 

Enter Ktng.Qxeene, HttHings ^RiturSy ^c. 

Ktng.So now I haue done a good dayes wotke, 
YourPearcs continue the vnited league, 

I euery day expe^an Embaffage 
From my Redeemer, to redeeme me hence : 

A'od now in peace my foulc fhall part to heauen, 

Since I haue fet my friends at peace on earth ; 

Riuets and Hafting,take each others hand, 

Difemble not yout hatred, fweare your loue. 

Ri. *y heauen my heart is purged from grudging hate, 
And with ray hand I fcale my true hearts loue. 

HAi. So thriue I as I fweare the like. 

RUg, Take hcede you dally not before your King, 

Leaft he that is the fupreame King of Kings, 
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ThTf.igedk 

//.</. Sopr^fpcrl.as Ilvvearcpeiftifi ioucj'. ' ^ , 
Rf. ^nd Iasi 'one //;?///y^jwitb my hcait, 

Kt>}. Maddain,yGUr ftife iinot exempt ituhis. 

Nor your lonne Dorfct, BuchinghAtn, nor you , 

Ton hauebcnefadtiousoncagainft the other.* 

Wife, lone Lord H^Jiings, let him kifle your hand, 

.^^nd what you dcCj do it vnlaintdly. 

Hcere HAjiiugt^lvi'iW ncucr more remember 
Our former hatred, ib thriuc I and mine. 

Dor. Thuscntcrehangcefloue,! hcreproteft, 

Vpon ray part (hallbe vnuiolable. 

^ndfoiJLwcare my Lord. , ; 
iC»*.Novv princely fealevp this league, 

Withthy cmbracemcntto my wiues allies, 
..i^ndmakeraehapyinhis vnity. 

£«e.VVhep;eucr doth turne his bate 

On you, or yours, but with all dutious.loue 
Doth cheriln you and yours, God punifh mee 
With hate, in thofcrwhere I expcift moftlouc. 

When 1 haue raoft neede to iinploy a friend. 

>^nd moft afliircdthac he is a friend, 
Deepe,holloW)trecherous, and full of guile 
Be he vnto me : This doe 1 begge of God, 

When I am cold in zeale to you or yours. 

Kin, A plcafing cordiall princely Btiel^itigham, 
Isthisthyvowvntomyficklyheart.* 

There wanteth now our brother her#, 

to make the perfe^ period of this peace. 

Enter Gltcefier. 

Bne. AnA in good time hcere comes the noble Duke, 
Cia. Good morrow to my foueraigne King and Queene; 
.^ud princely peares, a happy time of day. 

Kin. Happy indecdeas'wcchaucfpent the day, 
Brother wee faauc done deeds of charity: 

Made peace of emnity^faire loue of hate, 
Bctwccnethcfcfwclling wrong inlccnfcdpceres. , 

Glo. A blcffed labour moft foueraigne liege, _ . ; 
1/tfmongft this princely heape, if any here 

By falfe iotdiigence , or wrong furmilc, . - 






^Richard the Third. 

Hold me a foe/ifl vnwittingly or in ray rage, 

Hauc thought committed that is hardly borne 
By any in this prefence, I defire 
To reconcile me to his friendly peace, 

Tis death to race to be at cmniry , 

I hate it and defire all good mens loue. 

Firh Maddam I intreat peaceof you, 

Which I purchace with my dutious feruice. 

Ofyou my noblecoufen 

Jfeucr any grudge weic lod’gdbctwecnc rs, 

Ofyou my Lord Riuers, and Lord C?r^ofyou, 

That a’l without dcfctt haue fround on me, 

Dukes, EMlcs,Lord$,Geniilcmen,indced ©fall .• 

I do not know that Engliftiman aliuc, . 

With wbomcmy foulcisany iotte at oddei. 

More then the infant that is borne to night : 

I thanke my God for my humility, 

Qu. A holy day fliall this be kept hccrcaftcri 
I would to God all ftrife were well compounded. 

My foueraigne Icige 1 do befeech your maiefiy 
To take our brother to your grace. 

Glo. Why Maddam, haue lofftrcdloucfor this. 

To be thus fcorud in this royall prefence ? 
WhoknowesnotthatthcnoblcDukeis.dfad ? - 
You doe him iniury to Icorne his coarle. : ' : (he is? 

%t . Who knowes not he is dead, who knowet 
Qju >^llfeeingheaueD,whataworld isthis? 

Buc> Looke I fo pale Lord Dorfet as the reft ? 

2)<w.I my good Lord and noonc in this prcfcnce 
B ut his red colour hath fotlboke bis'cheekes. 

’ X»«. Is dead? the order was reuerft. 

G/#. ButHcpoorefoulc byourfirft ofdcrdide,. . 

./^nd that a winged Mercury did bcare, i 

Some Mrd y cripic bore the couutermaund, ; . _ 

That came too lagge to ftc him buried .• 

God graunt that fomclefle noble and lefteloyall, 

Nccrer in bloody thoughts, but not in blood : > 

Dcleruc not worlc then wretched CUrtnee did, 

-rfadyct^oc currant from fufpition. Enter T>drhj, 
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" 'ths.Tragidfe 

Dat, a boone (my foueraignc) for my fcni;cc done 

Ktn. Ipi.’y.thccpescciny ioulcisfullofforow. ' 

Day. T vvill not rife vnlcfTcyour highnsffegraupt, 
Ktn. Thenfjieake at once what it is thou dcrriandcft? 
Day. The forfeit(lbiicraigne) cf my (cruants life, 
Who flew to diy a ryotous gentleman 
Lately attending one the Duke of Nerf0lke. 

Kin. Hauc I a Tongue to doome my brothers death 
-<^nd fhall the fame giue pardonc to a flaue j 
My brother flew no man his &ult was thought, 

A nd yet his punniihmcnt was crucll death. 

Who fued to me for him ? who in my rage. 

Kneeled at my feete and bad me be aduifde ? 

Who Ipakeofbrother-hood whooflouc? 

Who told me how thc poorcfoulc did forfakf 
The mighty tVarmckt, and did fight for me ? 

Who told me in the field at Tewxhttrj, 

When Oxford hadrae downc herefeued me, 
u^nd fayd deare brother Hue and be a King ? 

Who told me when we both lay in the field. 

Frozen almofl to death, how he lappe me, 

£ uen in his owne armes, and gaue himfelfi; 

All thin and naked to the numb could night ? 

All this from my remembrance bruti& wrath 
Sinfully plucktandnota oianef you 
Had fomifth grace to put it in my Riinde. 

But when your carters or your way ting vafTailes 
Haue dene adrunken flaughcer, and defac’d ' 

The precious Image of our deare redeemer, 
Youflraightarconeyourknees&rpardon,paTdon, : 
And I vniufliy too,mufl graunt it you. 

But for my brother not a man would Ipeake, 

Nor I (vngratious ^fpeake ynto my ftlfe, 

For him poore foule ,* the proudefl one you all 
Haue beene beholding to him in bis life .* 

Yet none of you would once plcade for his life: 

Oh God I feare thy luflice will take holde 
On me,and you, and mine, and yours for this. 

Come Haftjngs helpo mce to my tlofct, oh poore 







(Sxit> 



oj Vdchztdi the Third. 

Glo. This is the fruit of rawnefle : markc you not 
How that the guiltie kindred of the Queene, 

Lookt pale when they did hcare of CUrtnee death s 
Ob, they did vrge it ftill vnto the King, 

God will reuenge it. But come lets in 
To comfort Edward with our company. Ext»ut* 

Enter Dutches of Yorko,»ith Clarence Chitdretu 

'Boy. T ell me good Granam, is our Father dead ? 

D«r,NoBoy. f'brcaft? 

Boy. Why doe you wring your hands and beat your 
And crie. Oh ^larence my vnhappy fbnae ? 

Girle. Why doe you lookc on vs and fhake yovr head ? 
And call vs wretched^ Orphanes, caflawaies, 

Ifthat our noble father be aliue ? 

Dut. My pritty Cofens you miflake me much, 

I do lament the ficknefTe of the King.* 

As loth to loofe him now your fathers dead : 

It were loft labour to wcepc for one that’s loft. 

Boy. Then Granam you conclude that he is dead. 

The King my vncle is too blame for this .* 

God will reuenge it, whom I will importune 
Withdayly prayers ail to thatefe£l. 

Dut. Peace children peacr,the King doth louc you well. 
Incapable and fhallow inocents. 

You cannot geffe who caufed your fathers death. 

"Bey. Granam, we can : for my good Vncle Gtecefier 
Told me, the King prouoked by the Queene, 

Dcuis’d impeachments to imprifon him ; 

And when he told me lb kc wept. 

And hugd me in his armes, and kindly kift my checkes. 

And bad me rclie on him as one my father, 

And he wonldioue me deately as his childe. 

DwfrOhthac dcCcitcfhould ftealc fuch gentle fhapes. 
And with a vertuous vizard hide foule guile. 

He is my fonne.yea and therein my fliamc .• 

Yet from my dugs he drew net this deccite. 

Boy. Thinke you my Vncle did diffenableiGranam> 

Dm. I Boy. 

By, I cannot tbinkc it,hatke,wbat neyf? is this ? 

E Enter 



■f 
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7 he Tr^ij^die 
Enter the Qj 4 €ene* 

Qfi Who fhall hinder me to wailc and wcepc, 

To chide ray fortune, and torment my fclfc ? 
lie ioync with blacke dcfpaire agauiii my felfe. 

And CO my (cife become an enemy. 

meanes this Tceanc of rude impatience? 

Tp niakc an adloFiragicke violence, 

Edward, my Lo/d, yoy r fonne our King is dead* 

W by grow the branches, no w the rooic is witherd 
W hy vyither not. the leaues,the fap beir^g gone ? 

Ifyou will liue, lament ; if die be briefe : 

Tiiat-pur; fyvift winged foulcs may catch the Kings, 

©r like obedient fubiefts, follow him 
To his new kingdonac of perpctuatl reft. 

T^nt. Ah fo much intertft haue kin thy forrow, 

As 1 had title in my noble husband : 

I haue bewept a wptchy husbands death', 1 ' 

And liu’d by looking on hU image.* ; * 

But now two mirrours of his Princely femblahce, » 

Arc crake in peeces by malignant dcafh, 

And I for comfort haue but one falfe glaflc, 
Whicbgreeues me whcni .fccrny iftiamcinhimj ^ 

Th 9 u^^^t a widdoW yet tboiurta mother, ‘ > ’ 

And haft cHc comfort of thy children Itic thcc : 

But death hath Inatchc m y children from mine armes, ' 
And pludt two crutches from my feeble limrncs, 

Sdward^ and (^larencty Q what caufe haue I ' 

Then, being but moity of my fclfc, 

To ouergo thy plaints and dro wne thy cries r 
Boj^ Good aunt, ypu weept notfor my fathers death, 
How can we aide you with our kindreds ceares ? 

&cr/. Our fatherlcife diftrefle was left vnmoand. 

Your widowes dolours likewife be vnwcpCj 
Qh, Giueme no helpe in lamentation, 

1 am not barren to bring foorth laments,. 

All fprings reduce their currents to mine eyes, 

That Ibeinggouerndbythe watrymoonc. 

May fend foorth plenteous tearcs lo drownc the world t 
Oh my husband for my heire Lord 
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^Amh. Oh for our fatlier for our dearc Lord C^areneel 
Dut. Alas for both, both mine Edward and Clarence, 

Qlt. What ftay had I but Edward^ and is he gone ? 

What ftay had we but Clarence , and is he gone? 
Dwr.What ftay bad I but they and they are gone ? 

Was ciier widow, had lb dcarc a loflTc : 

Was cucr Orphancs had fodecrc a Ioffe ? 

Dut. Was cucr mother had a dearer Ioffe 
Alas I am the mother of thefc moanes. 

Their woes arc parccld, mine are generall r 
She for Edward weepes, and fo do I : 

I for a Qlarence weepe, fo doth not (lie : 

Thefe babes for Clarence weepe and fb do I : 

I for an weepe, and fo doc they, 

Alas, you three on me thrcc-fould diftreft# 

Powrc all your tearcs, I am your forrowes nurfc. 

And I will pamper it with lamencatioas. Enter Glocefter 
) g^.Maddam haue comfort,all‘ofvs haue caufe with others 
To wailc the dimming ©four fhimngflarrc : 

But none can cure their harmes by wailing them. 

Maddam my mother I doc cry you mercy, 

I did not fee your Grace, humbly on my knee 
Icraueyourblcffing. • ' 

Dut. God blcffe thee , and put meekeneffe in thy minde, 
Loue, charity, obedience, and true duty. 

fj/^?.Amcn,makemcto dic agoodold man ; 

Thacsthebiitt end of my mothers blcfting, 

I maruaile why her grace did Icsucit out? 

Buc You cloudy princes, and heart forrowing Pearcs, 

That bcarc this miituall hcaiiy loade of moanc. 

Now chcarccach others in each others loue : 

Tliough haue fpent our harueft for this King, 

Wc arc to reape the harueft of his fonne : _ . 

Thebroken rancour of ys'^urhigh fwolne hearts, 

Butlaflly fplinted, knit, and icy nd together, - ^ 

Muft greaciy bcp!eferu'*d,chrnriit,and kept. 

Me feemeth good that with feme little craine, 

Fonhwith from Ludlow the young Prince be fetcht 
Hither to London to be cround our King, 

E 2 Gh. 
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The Tr^^edi^ 

GU, Then be it (b .• and goc wee to determine 
who they Iliall be that ftraighc fliall port to Ludlow? 
Maddam and you my mother will you goe, 

To gtiie your (enfures in this weighty bn finefle. 

With all our hearts. SxtMnt m 4 »et Gh.Bud 

Bmc. My Lordjwho eucr loumcycs tothe Prince, ^ 
For Gods fake let not vs two be bchindc ; 

For by the way lie fort occafion, 

index to the ftory wc lately talkt off, 

To part the Quecncs proud kindred from the King, 

Glo. Myothcrfcirc,my counfelsconliHory 
My Oracle, my prophet, my decrc Cofen : 

I like a child will goc by thy direction ; 

Towards Ludlow then for wc will not flay b;hiiidc. Exif, 
Sitfr two CitiMHSt 

I . Neighbour well met, whither away Co fad ? 
a . I promife you, I fcarcely know my felfc. 

I . Heare you the newes abroad ? 
a. I, that the King is dead. 

I . Bat newes birlady,feldome comes better, 

I feare,I teare twill prooue a troublefome world. Enttrm- 
3. C»f. Good morrow neighbours. 

Doth this newes hguld of good King Edwards death ? 

. I. It doth. |.Then makers looke to fee a troublous world. 
I. No.no, by Gods grace hisfonne dull raigne. 

3. Wo to that land thars genernd by a childc. 
a. In him there is hope of gouernment, 

, That in his fonage , cpunfcll vnder h m, 

^nd in his full ripened ycares,himfelfe, 

No doubt fh all then, and till then gouernc well. 

I. So dood the cafe when Harry the fiict 
was crownd atParis,but at nine monetbs old. 

3. Stood the ftitc fo ; no good my friend not fo, 

For then this land was famoufly inricht 
With politicke graue counlcll : then the King 
Had Tertuous Vnclcs to prote<^ his Grace, 
a. So hath tbis,both by the father and mother. 

3 . Better it were they all came by the father. 

Or by the father there were none at all .* 

For 



I 



^Richard the Third. 

For emulation now, who fliall be earned. 

Which touch vs all too neerc if God preuent not 
Oh full of danger is the Duke of gtocejier, 
y^ndthe Quecnes kindred haughtie and proude, 

Aad were they to be rulde,and not i ulc, 

T'his fickly land might folacc as before, 
a. Come, come, wc featc the worft,all fhall be well, 

3 , When clouds appeate, wife men put one their clokes 
When greate leaues tall, the winter is at hand : 

When the funne fets who doth not looke for night f 
Vmimely dormes rpake them expeft a dearth : 

AW men be well ; but if God fort it fo, 

Tis more then wc dcftrue,ot leaped, 

1 . 7 ruly the fouicji of min arc full of dread ; 

Yea cannot aimed reafon with a man 
Thailookcs not hcauy and full of feare. 

3. Before the time dC change, dill is it fo.* 

By adcuinc indin^ mens mindes mifttuft 
Enfu ing dangers as by proofc we fee, 

7Tie waters (well before a boydrous ftorme : 

But lejuc it all to God : whether away ? 

2. We are fcntfortotheludice. 

3 . ey^nd fo was I ,ilc bcarc you company. Ex 
Enter CardinalsPOutchet ofTorke.^.yonng Torkf. 

Car. Lad night I heare they lay at Noihampton, 

At deny- fli ac-ford will they be to night, 

To morrow or next day will they be heare. 

Dut. I long with all my heart to fee the Prince, 

I hope he is much gro wne fince la d I faw him. 

Qh. Blit 1 heerc no they fay my fonne of Ytrkf 
Hath ouertane him ingrowth, 

Yor. I mother, but I would not bauc it fo. 

D«f. Whymy yongcoufen it is good to grow. 

Ytr. Granam,onnightas we did dtatfuppcr. 

My vnclc Rmtrs talkr how I did grow 
More then my brother, I quoth my V ncl« Gh. 

Small catbs haue grace, great weeds grow a pace a 
Aad fince me thinks I would not grow fo faft» 

Beaufc fwcetc flowers,ai€ flow,and»wcedci inak* had. 

Ej DM9 



Exeutte 




WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard III (STC 22320 ) LONDON, 1629 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C. 34 .k. 52 ) OctaVO 






i I ' 



ii :'!l 



!i i 



TheTragfdie 

J)«f/Good faith, good faith : the faying did aothoid 
In him thatdid obiedt the fame to thee t ^ 

He wasthc wretthedft thing when he was yoim<’, 

So long a growing and fo icafurcly, 

That if diis vverc a rule he {hoiild be gracious. 

Car, Why Maddam, fo no doubt lie is. 

X>ar, I Iiope fo too but yet let mothers doubt, 

Tffr, Now by my troth if I had bccoe remembredj 
I could haiicgiuen myVncIes grace a flout, - 
That fhould haue nccrertoucht his growth theivlicdid 
T)»r.How my pretty Tarkf : I pray thee let me hearcit. 
Ter. Marry they fay.thatmy VBclegrcwfofaft, * 

Tljat he could gnaw a cruft at two bourcs old , 

T'was full two yeaics ere I could get a tooth. 

Granam, this would haue beene a pritty ieft. " , 

-D«f. I pray t hce preuy Ttrke, who told thee fo ? 

Tar. Granam, his Nurfe. 

D fit, Why, fhe was dead ere thou wert borne. 

Tar. If twere not file,! cannot teil who told me. 

petilous boy : go too thou art too fhrewd, 

Car, Good Maddatn be not angry with the child. 

Qu. Pitchers hath earcs. Eater Dorfet, 

far. Hcere comes your lbnne,Lord Marques Dorfet, 
What newes Lord Marques? 

Dor. Such new’cs my Lord , as grilles me to vnfold, 
j2«* How fares the Prince ? 

Dor. Well Madam, and in health ; 

Dat, What is the newes then? 

Dor Lord Riuers,And Lord Graj,ate lent to Pomfret, 
With them Sir Thomas Vaughan, prifoners . 

. Dut.Who hath committed them ? 

Dor. The Mighty Dukes Glocejlei and Bucki«gha»i‘ 
Crfr, For what ofFcoce ? 

Der.Tht fumme of all I can, I haue difcloftd .♦ 

Why or for what thefoNoblcs were committed, 
Isallvuknownctomc, my gracious Lady- 
Ay me, I fee the dovvncfall of our Houfe, 

The Tiger now hath Qaze the gentle Hinde ; 

Tn-fulting tyrany begins to ict. 
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(g/RicHard Third. 

Vpon the innocent and lawlcfTe tliroane : 

WclcoiTje dcftru6tion, death and maffacrc, 

1 Tec as in a Mappe the end of all. 

V(*t. Accurftd and vnqciet wrangling daics. 

How many of you haue mine eyes beheld? 

My husband lofi his life to get the crowne. 

And often vp and downc my fonnes were toft, 

Forme toioy and weepe their gaine and Ioffe, 

And being feated, and domcfticke broylcs 
Cleafic^uerblowne, thcmfelucs the conquerous. 

Make war vpon ihcmfcJucs, blood againft blood,' 

5clfe agdjpft felfc, O prepofterous 
-t^ndfranktiokc outrage,cnd thy damned fplecnc^ 

Or let me die tolookc on death no more, 

Qu. ComCjComCj rny boy> we will to San<5tuary,- 
He goc along with you. 

Qu. You haue no caufe. 

'C^ir.My gracious Lady, go. 

And thichci bcarc your treafurc and your goodj» 

For my part, He refigne vnto your grac«, 

The Scale I keepe, and fobetide to me, 
well 1 tender you, and all yours : 

Come I!c comiu^ you to the Saneftuary, Exemt.- 

T he 'Trumpe^, s fou^ d Enter young prince, D of 
Cj locejier^and Buckingham fardmali^c^c. 

Welcome rwcecc Prince to London to your chamber* 
Glo. Welcome Iwcctc Cofen iny thoughts foucrai^^ne : 

The weary way hath made you melancholy. ^ 

Brm, NoVncle,bucourcroffesonctbcWay. 

Haue made it tedious, wcarifome and heauy , 

I want more Vnclcs hccrc to welcome me : 

Glo. S weete Prince, the vntalnced vertuc of your yearcf;* 
nauc not yet diued into the worlds deceit : 

Nor more can y ou diftinguiflh of a man. 

Then of his outward ftiew, which God he knowes, 

Wdomeorncueriampcthwiththcheart:- 
1 hole vndes which you want were dangerous, 

Your grace attended to theit fugred words, 

8« woke not on the poyfon of their hearts s 

Gei. 
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ThTr4gsM 

G<'<3 keepc you from them and from fuel) falfe friends. 
P«».God keepe me from faifefriends.but they were none" 

do. My Lord.the Miior of London comcs^togrcetcyou. 

Enter Lord Mn'tre, 

Lo.M. GodbltfleyourGracc , vvith Keafth and happy 
Frio, Ithankcycu goQdmy Lord , and thankeyomlf, 

I theugl t my mother, and my brother Ttrke, 

Would long ere this haiie met vs on the way .• 

Fic what a flag is Hayings that hc conics not 
To tell vs whether they will come or no. Enter L.UijI, 
Bnc. And in good time heerc comes the fweating Lord, 
PriiA Welcome my Lord,wbat, will our mother come? 
Ffn/}. On what occalion God he knowes not I : 

The Queene, your motherj and your brother Torke 
Haiic taken San&uary : The tender Prince 
Would faine come with me to mcetc your Grace ; 

But by his mother waspctforcewith-hcld. . 

5*<r. Fie, wh^tan indiredland peeuifii courfe 
Is this of hefs ? Lord , will your Grace 

Perfwade the Queene to fend the Duke otTorkf 
Vnto bis Princely brother prcfcntly ? * 

If fhe deny, Lord goe with them. 

And from her iealous armes pluckehim perforce. 

C(«r. My Lo.of my wcake oratory 

Can from bis mother winne the Duke of Torkf 
Anon expetSl him Kef re ; but if file be obdurate 
To miJdc intreaties, God forbid 
Wc fiiould infringe the holy priuiledge 
Of blelTed San6fu3ty:noc for all this Land, 

Would I be guilty of fo great a finne. 

Bhc. You are too feneeTeffe obflinate my Lord, 

Too edremonius and Ttaditionall : 

Weigh it but with the greatneffe of his age. 

You breake not San($(uary in (cazing him's 

The benefit thereof is alvvayes granted ' / 

To thofewhofe dealings banc defcrued the place, ’ ^ 

jtfnd thole whohaue th; wit to ciaime the place. 

This Prince hath neither claimed it, nor deftrued it, 
.^ndtherefote in mine opinion cannot hauc it. 
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oj Kichild thaT&ird. 

Then take him from thence that is not there, 

You breake no priuiledge nor charter there ; 

Oft hauc I heard of Sanauaay men, 

But fanAuary children ncucr till how. 

Car. My Lord, you Ihallouer-rulc my mind for once? 
Come one Lord Hafiings,m\ly6\ig,oe with me ? 

IgoemyLord. Sxit.Car.(^ffn0. 

PW», Good. Lords make all the fpeedy haft you may : 

Say Vnclc (y^«y?er, if our brother come. 

Where flaaU we foiourne till our Gorenation ? 

J/e. Where it tbiidtft beft two yoar royall felfe/ 

If I may counfell you Tome day or two 

Youthighnolfelhallr^fe you at the Tower : 

Then where you plcale as (nail be thought moft fit 

For your beft health and recrcatioh. 

Pr«». I doenot like the Tower of any place. 

Did build that place my Lord? 

Bue. He did my gracious Lord begin that place. 

Which fincc fucccding ages hauc rediefled. 

Prm. Is it vpon Tccord or clie reported 
Succelfiuely from age to age bee built it? 

Jar. Vpon record my gracious Lord, 

Pn«. But fay my Lord it were not regifterd. 

Me ihinkcs the truth fhould Hue from age to age. 

As twere rctaild to all poftcritic, ^ 

Euen to the gcnerall ending day*. 

G/p. So wife.fo young, they fay doheuerliuelong. 

Pri». What fay you Vncle? 

G/#. 1 fay with out Cata^ers fame hues long : ' 

That like the formallTicc,miquity, - _ , j 

I moralize two meanings in one word- , ^ ' ‘ ' 
Prin. That ItUiut Cafer was a famous man. 

With whaihis valour did inrich bis wit, • 

His wit fet dowrnc to make his valour Hue : ' V 

D.eath makes no conqueft of his ednquerour,. ‘ 

FornoWheUucs in-fauiCjthoiLgh bdtwt-.lifct ,, - 

Iletell ypp what my Coap:n^tte^)»g$am ' 
Buc.yV'hum^yg^cioutjLord? -/ 

Trw. Andifllwc yntijllbeaman.. ' r 

' p :xii 
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The Tragedie 

He winnc our ancient right io France againej 
Gr dye a [ouldicr as I Jiu’d a King, 
gU. Short fommers lightly haue a forward fpringi 
EnttryamHgYorkSifldJitngifiarJiMtl^ 

Bhc. Now in good time, heere comci the Duke of Tot^. 
Yrtn- Richard Torkt how fares out noble brother .• 
Tor, Well my deatc Lord ; fo muft I call you now* 
Prin. I brother to4ur griefc, as it is yours : 

Too late bee died thafroight haue keptthis title. 
Which by bis death hath loft much maiefty, 

C^o. How faircs pur cpufcnnobleLo.of 2" or'^. 

Tor, T thanke you gentile yncle ; O my Lord, 

You faid that Idle weeds arc faft in growth ; 

T he Prince my brother hath out growne me farre. 

(7/o, He hath my Lord. . . ' 

Tor. and therefore is he idle ? 
tJ/ff.Oh my fairo couleo I muft not lay fo. 
Tor.Thcnhe is more beholding to yon then li 
Glo. He may command me as my foaeraigne. 

But you haue power in me at in a kinfman. 

Tor, I prayy 9 u.vhclc giUe me thia dagger. 

^lo. My dagger little coufen with all my heart.' 
Prm. A begger brother,? 

Tor. Of my kind vncic that I know will giue 
^nd being but a toy which is no gift, to giue, 

Glo. A greater gift then that He giue my coufen. 

Tor. A greater gift.O thats the fword too it. 

^/o. I gentle coufen were it light enough. 

2 oriO then I fee you will part but with light giftsj 
In weightier things youle fay a begegr nay. 

Glo. It is to weighty for your grace to wearc. 

Tor. I weigh it lightly were it heauicr. 

G/tf.What would you haue my weapon little Lo. 
Tor, I would that I might. thanke you asyou callm** 
(?/#. How ? Tor. Little. 

Prim. My L. of 2Vri^ will fiillbeecroffe In talke • 
Vncle your grace knowes how to bcare with him. 

Tor, You meane tobeare mC;nottobearewuhin«5 
YMcle,mybrothcnnockei|wbyottandnw, 
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0/* Richard the Third, 

Becaufe that lam little like an .<<pe. /*. u 

He thinkes that you Ihould bcate me#ae your Ibouldetr. 

3»c. With what a flaarpe ptomded wit heo realons. 

To mitigatethe feorne bee giue his ▼ncle. 

He pretely and aptly taunta hiiefelfe : 

So cunning and royouhg is woirdertuU. 

Glo. My Lo. wilt pleafe you palTe along? 

My felfe *nd my good coufen Btie^nghentt 
Will to your mother, to intteat of her 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you. 

Tor. What will yongoc Toto the Tower my Lord? 

Priw.My Lord proteftor will haueit fo. 

Tor. 1 Ihall notfleep* in quiet at the Tower. 

Glo. Why what (bould you fearc ? 
rer.Matty my rncle CUrenct engsy gbeft t 
My Granam told melie waamurdicd there. 

Prw. Ifearenornclea dead, 

<?/#.Nor none that Hue, I hope. 

Prin, And if they liuc, I hope I iicedc not feate. 

But come my L.with a heauy heart 
Thinking on them, gee I rnto the - 

Exeunt ^PrtnfToTyH*fi,T)or,mMet^iP>,iite. 

Bnc. Thiuke you my Lo. this little prating Torkf, 

Was not incenced by his lubtilc mother, 

To taunt and feorne you thus opprobtioufly ? 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt, O til a perteus boy, 

Bold, quicke, ingenious, forward, capable. 

He is all the mothers from the top to the toe. 

Bite. Well let them reft ;" come hither Cateth/, 

Thou art fworae as deeply to effeit what we intend, 

Ai clofely to conceale what we impart. 

Thou knoWeft our teafons vrgde vpon the way : 
Whatthinkeft thou, is itnotaneafte matter 
To moktPf'iSiam of our minde. 

For the inftalment of this noble Duke, 

In the feate toy all of this famous He ? - . 

Cat, He for his fathers fake (bloues the Prince, 

That he will not be wPne to ought againft him. 

£isw. What thinkeft thou then of Sunley, what will he ? 

F ^ 
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The Tragcdie 

Cat.Uc will doc all in all aJ doth* 

Well then no more but this : 

Go gentle £*tesbj,xr\A as it were a farre off j 
Sound Lord /i/jy?<»^/jhoW he ftands affc^lcd 
Vntooarpiirpoff, Ifnebe'willing, 

Encourage him and Hie whim all our rcafonl* ' 

If he be leaden, Icic. cold, vnwilling. 

Be thou fo too : and fo breake off your talke, • 

And giuc vs notice of his inclination, 

For we to morrow hold douided couoleli,’' . . 
Whereintbyfeffc fl^alt highly be employed;. 

(7/a. Comnicnd roetoLo. W»Z?'4>»,tellhim 
His ancient knot of dangerous aduerfa lies 
To morowarc let blood Caftle, 

And bid my friends foir lay ofthia good newos, 

Giue gentile M*' onegendle kiflethe mote. ; 
Good C4fe/^;effc(5f thisbufli neffe foundly. 

Cm, My good Lords both ; with allthe heede Imay. , 
Clo. Shall wee heere from you CMesbj ere wee flMpe^ , 
Cm, You (hall my Lord, Exit Cmsbj. 

Glo. At Cw^ pUce, there fhall you findc vs both. 

Buc. Now mv Lord what fhall we doeif we percetue 
WiSiam Lord will not yeeld to ©urcomplou? 

(j /a. Chop off his head man, feme what wcwil' doe, 

And looke whenTam King, claime thou of mec 
The Earledome ®f AFar/ar<t^and the mooucables, ' 

Whereof the King my bfother (food poffeft. 

3«c. He chime that ptomife at your hands. 

Gle. And lookc to haue it yealded with wiUingncffc. 
Gome let vs flip betimes, that afterwards 
we may digeft our complots in fome forme. Extant > 

Enter * mefengerte Lord Hafimgi. 

A/r/I What ho ihy Lord. 

Who knocks at the dooref . 

A/f/. A meffeoger from the Lovd Stanlt^. Enter UJif- 
JT^AWhats aclocke ? . 

Cannot thy onfter fleepe « he tedious nights r 
Mef, S* it flwuld feeme by tba« I haue to Wy t 
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e/Kichiri the Th/rd. 

Fifft he commends him to your noble Lordfhip. 

ffaJl.Aad thin. Me/.j^ad then he fends you word, 

Hr dreamt to night, the Boatc had caft h« helmc : 

Befides he fayes, there are two counfels held, 

^ndthatmanybedcicrittined atthconc/ 

Which may make you, and him torew at the other, 

Therefore he fends to know your Lordlhips plcaiurc 
If prefently you will take horfe with bisii 

yfod with all fpeedy poff into the North, 

To fliun the danger that his foulcdiumes. 

//.»A Good fellow goe fctumc vnto my Lord? 

Bid him not feare the feparatCd counfels.* 

His honour and my felfearcattheone , 

^nd atthcotherismy feniant CMethft 

Wherenothingcanprdceede ^tettoffehethTS, . 

Whereof I fllaH nct hauc inteiligence.' ^ ; 

Tcli him his fearcs are fhallow wanting iuftancy. 

AaA for liis dreames I wonder he is fo fond, , 

To truft the mockery of v jquict lumbers. 

To flie the B aare before the Boareperrucs TS, 
Wcrctoincehcethe BoaretdfoHowVi, ' ' 

Ai\& make putfuitc where he did meane to chafe : 

Go bid thy mafter rife and come to me, - 

^nd vt-ce will both together to the Tower, . 
WhcrchefhallfectheBoare^w'illyfcvskindly, ^ 

A/#/, My gracious Kord Heteil him what you fay. 'En.ih 
Enter (^Atesbj to Lerdffnfi'mgs, , 

Cm. Many good mortowcsto my noble Lord.', 

/f4/. GoQdmorrow"C4r^#^ :'^h'i?eearly^m^ 

What newes, wh it newe wn ,th» our tottering-f^jlte? ' 

Cm, itisareelingwor^ijAcdethyLoni^ , _• 

.<^nd I bcletuctwill neUeffland^ldght 

Till wcaretheiGarJandtjf thcRe Ipi^i 

Wbo ? wcare theGatUnd ? doeft thou meaae the ^ 
C4T, Imygood*fc^d. r . fCrowne? 

Hnfi, llehauethis &6vyweAfrtiric,'xutfeomniy flaoul- 
Etc I will fee the crqwae fo foufe inif^Iatte : . (derl, 

But canR tbou gefli^ ||itt hedoth aythc it it ? 

Cm > Vpenmy life my !.*• andbopes to fintife you forward 

F 3. Vpon 












Vpon his psrty f«r the gatnc thereof. 

And therevpoR he fends you this good newci: 

That this fame very day, your enemies, 

The kindred of the Quccne, muft die at ‘Ptfwfrer. 

Indeede I am no mourner for this newes, 

Becauft they hauc becne ftill mine enemies : 

But that lie giue my voyce on fide, 

To b jrre my niSfters hcircs in true difem, 

God knowes I will not do it to the death. 

C4t. God keepe your LordiKip in that gracious minde, 
HaJf.But I fhall laugh at this a twelmonth hence. 

That they who brought me Co my mailers bate, 

I hue to lojoke vpon their tragedy: 

I tell thee Catesiy. Cm. What my Lord ? 

Hafi. Fre a Fort-night make me elder, 
lie lend fome packing that yet thinke not oneit. 

Cm. Tis a vile thing to die my gracious Lord 
When men are vnprepard, and looke not lor ir. 

Mfaji, O monlltous, taenftreus , and lb fals it out 
With and lb twill doo 

With Ibme men ehe,wbo thinke tbemlelues as l^e 
As thou,snd I, who as thou knew 11 are deare 
To Princely Rtckdrd, and to Bnckingh/im. 

Cm. The Princes both make high account of you, 

For they account his hCiad vpon ,the bridge . 

HttJimY know they doe and I hauc well dclcrued it. 

Enttr LtrdStMnltj, , 

What my L. where is your Boare-lpc, arc roan? 

Fcate you the Beare, and goe you fo voprouided ? 
Jra».MyL'good morrow.* good morrew. CMtfy: 

You may kH one, but by the holy Roode, 
Idoenotliketheleleuerallcounrelsl, . 

Hafi, MyL.Ihoidroyjilc,as dcateasyoudoeyeut>, 
Andncueiiomylifei dpieprotcll, T 

WasitiBorepreciouscoinethenitisnoee, . . . 

Thinke you but that I know wr. ftatelecwi, 

I would be fo triumphant est l sto? . ' \ 

Stan. The Lords of wheB tbcjr rode 

Were iocund,and fuppowe tbeli W»* fwc, ^ ^ 






^Ricl"ard tke Tl^ird. 

Andindecdehad nocaufclo ttiiftruR.* 

But yet you fee how foonc the day oiccaft^ 

This fuddacn fcab of rancor I mifdoubt. 

Pray God I fay, I proueaneedleffecoward. 

But come my Lord Iball we to the Tower? 

/frf/?. I go : but ftay , hcare you not the newes ? 

This day thole men you talke of are beheaded. 

St A. They for their rruih might better weate their heads. 
Then Tome that baue accufed them weare theii hats .* ^ 

Bat come my L- let vs away. Exit. L» StMtltj^ & C**. 

B«n. Go you before He follow prefently. - 

Enttr Hajhn£t 4*Pnrfitt4nt, .it. 

jJttJt.Well mtt HaftingsMo'fi gees tbe world with thee A 

Fur. The better that it pleafe your goOd Lordlhip to •*». 
Hafl. I tell thee fellow ,tis better with me noW, 

Then when Iniet thee laft wheri now weemecte 

Then was Igoing prifoncr to the Towetj 
By theluggcflionofthc Qucenesairea.* 

But now 1 tell thee (keepe it to thy felfc) - 
This day thole enemyes are put to death, 

Andl inbcttei^llatcthen euerl was, “ ^ 

Pur. God hold it to yoiir Honours good content. ’ 
Graincrey Hnflmgs, held fpend ibou that. 
Hegmethtmhufurfe* : 

Tur. God faue your Lordlhip.- Exiti Pur.'EnttrAPtiffi^ 
What Sit /ei», you ate well met: - r. i . 

I ant beholding to you for your lail dayes exercile: 

Come the next Sabboth,and I willcoment yonuHe ttbifftn 
Enter Stteki^gbant, (inhijenre, 

Bns. How now Lord CkamberUine » what talking with a 
Your friends at *Pemfret they dec need the Ptieft, (pucH. 
Your Honour hath no llriuing wotke in hand. 

Hiar^.Good faith, and when I met this holy mao. 

Thole men you talke of, came into my minde s 
What, go you to the Tower my Lord ?■ : ; - :> / 

B«r.Ido,bat'longItliallnbcllay; ■■■''■ ' ■ 

I (hall rcturnejaefisre your Lordlhip thence, ' - . 

Jiafi, Tis like enough for I tlay dinner there, 

tne, A^ fuppec too althoughtMU kaoweft U not : 

' "" 
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ThfTragfJ^ 

Come (Tiall wee gqe along ? 

Enter Sir Rich4rdRathfft,T»i^tf}t Lard Rims 
Cray Mil Veunh*n,frtfeiurt, 

Rat. Ceme bring for h the prifoners. 
iJ»«. Sir Richaril let me tcH thee this ; 

TodaythfpuJhajtjbebolci afubiec^ die,: 

For truth for duty and for loyalty. 

■ ; Cray%i God; kcepe the Princy from all the packc of you : 
A knot ;yeu are of damned blood-fuckers* 

Rirt, p Patufret, Remfret. O thou bloody ptilbn, . 

Fatall and ominous to noble Pcares : 

Within theguilty clofiireof thy walles 
Xiebafd the iecood heere was hackt to death ; 

And for moreflattodec (o thy difmall foule, : , 

We glue thee vp our guildefle blood to dtinke*' 
Gray.Uovi Marirats curfeitfalnevpou out heads, 

Tor flanding by, when Riebard (iabd her fonne. 

Riu. Theijcurftlhe Hatiiags,thcactitRCb.cBiickittilim, 
Then curft Ihc Richard, O remember God, 

To hearc her prayers for them M now for vsj 
And formy lifter and her princely ^bnnc^ , 

Be fatisfied deare God with our true bloods. 

W hich as thou luioweft vniuftly muft be fpilt. 

Rat. Come,come, dllpatch , the limit of your liaei is wt. 
Ria, Come come let vs all imbrace 

^nd take our Icaues vntill we meete in hcauen. Extant, 
Safer the Lords to eaitnfail. 

Hidt.Mf Lords at once, the caufe why wee are met, 

Is to determine of the Coronation. 

In Gods name fay when is this toyaU day ? 

Bfte. Axt all chtt^s for that toyall time t 

i>4r.Itis,and let but aominatioD. 

Bifh.Ta moiTow then, I geffc a happy time. 
Awf.Whoknowes the Lord ‘EroteHors mindebtteinr 
Whoismoft inwardwiththc noble Duke ? 

Bi/h. Why you myL.methioksyottftiould fooneltKoo' 
B«r.Wbo I my Lord i we know each others faces: 

But for out hearts, he kaowes no more of mine. 

Then lof yours .* nor I no more of his, then you of 




WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard III (STC 22320 ) 




■Q wun you : 
our buntKflc. 



termes it, 



ON, 1629 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C.34.k.52) OctaVO 









^ Richard 7^/r4 

Lord flW 7 ?/»j-/,you andhe are ncereinloue. 

" Haft, I thankc his grace, I know lie loues me wd! ; 

But for fais purpolc in the Coronation 
I baue not founded liim,nor Ire deliiicKd 
His graces plealure any way therein : ’ 

But you my L. may name the time. 

And in the Dukes befaalfe lie giue my voyce, 

VVhich I prefume he will take in good part* 

E/(h.Now in good time heere comes the Duke himlelfe* 
Eater (jloeefter, 

Glo. My noble L. and coufens ail good morrow, 

I haue beene long a fleepe, but now I hope 
My abfence doth negjetft no great defignes. 

Which by my prefence might hauebeede concluded* 
£«r.Had not you come vponyourkcwmy Lord, 
WiBiamL. had niOwpronounft your partt 

I meanc your voyce from crowning of the King. 

Gla, Then my L. HaftiagSy fio man might be bolder, 

His Lordlliip knowes me well, and loues me welh 
hfrf/, I thanks your grace. ' • 

<?/«. My Lord of * 

Bifh My Lord. 

C/o. WhenI waslaftin Holborne, 

I faw good ftra wberics in your garden there, 

I dee befeech you fend for Ibme of them* 
igoemy Lord. 

Gla. Coufen Bttckingham, a word w 
Catesby hath founded Haftings 'va 
And ftudes the tefty gentleman fb hotc 
As he will loofehis head etc giue con 
His maifters fonhcasw'oifmpfull 
Shall loofe the royalty of Englands ihroane. 

5»c. Withdraw you hence my L. He follow you* Ex. 

Dar. Wc baue not yet let downe this day of triumph 
To morrow in mine opinioti is too Ibonc : 

Fori my felfe am not fd well ptouided 
As elfe I would be, were the day 

Enter the BiJhopoftEiie, ^ 

Bip}, Where is my LiPr^teBbr.l haudfcfit’fbr thefe ftraw- 



tta^. 






The>Tra^ed$e 

Hafl. His grace laolces cherefully and fmooth to day, 
Thets Ibme conceitc or other liks him well. 

When he doth bid good morrow with fueh a Ipitit, 

I thtnke there is neuer a man in Chriftendomc, 

That can lelTcr bide his loue or hate then bee : 

For by his face llraigbt (hall you know his heart. 

£> 4 r. What of his heart pcrceiue you in his face, 

By any likelihood he (hewed to day } 

//isjf.Marry that with no man here he is offended, 
For if he were.he would haue flic wde it in his face. 
D*r. I pray God he be not, I fay. 

Enttr Glecefler. 

ff/tf.I prayyouall.what dotheydelerue 
That do confpire my death with dluelilh plots 
Of damned witchctafc, and that haue pteuaild 
Vp®B my body with their hellifh chatmes ? 

Hafi.lhz tender loue I beare your grace my Lord 
Makes me mod forward in this noble prefence. 

To doome the offenders whatfoeuer they be : 

1 fay my Lord they haue deferued death, 

GAr.Then be your eyes the wicneffe of this ill, ’ 

See how I am bewitcht, behold mine arme 
Is like a bladed fapling withered vp.. 

This is that fiifjp^rc^r-wifc.thatmondrous.wiccbi, 
Confbncd w'ith that harlot (Irumpet Shore^ 

That by their witchcraft thus haue marked me. 

If they haue done this thing ray gracious Lord. ; 
Glo, If thou ^PrateSior of this damned ftrumpet, 
Telft thou me of iffs ? thou art a traitor* 

Oflf with hts head ; Now by Saint Paul, 

I will not dine to day I fvyere,. 

Vntill I (ee the (amc,fomc (ee it done : ' 

The reft that loue me, come and follow me, 
Hafiy/o,we,(6t Englandjaot a whit for mc.C 4 jirith 
For 1 too fend might haue preuented this 4 
Sttnltj did dreame the boare did race bis betme. 

But I difdaind it and did fcomc to flie, 

Thice times to day my footecioth horle did Humble, 
And^c^ when he lookc rpqp the 7bw^> 



I 



s 
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of Richard if>e Third, 

Ai loth to beare me to the flaughter-houfe. 

Gh now I warrant the Pried that fpakc to me, 

I now repent I told the Purliuant, ^ '• 7 

>rfstweretriurophiBgatmine enemies. 

How they txPemfrtt bleodily were butchera, 

urfnd I my fclfefccure in grace and fauour , 

Oh : now thy heauic curfc 

Is lightened on poore Hafiings wretched bead. 

I Cat. Difpatch my Lord,thc Duke would bee at dinaer : 
Make a (hott fluift be longs to fee your head . 

H4y?.0 momentary ftate of worlly mea. 

Which we more bunt for, then ferthe grace rfheauen.* 

Who builds his hopes intheairc of your fairc lookes, 

Liues like a drunken fayler on a 

Ready with euery nod to tumble downc 
Into the fatall bowels of the deepe. 

Come leadc me tothe bloekcjbeate him my head. 

They (mile at me, that fhortly (hall be dead Sxetuiti 

Safer Du^e efGtoeefler, ani Bttcki»gbam,in armettr. 
Git. Gome c®ufen,canft thou quake & change thy coloore 
Murther thy .breath in middle ofa word, 

AvA then begin againe and ftop againe, 

tAi if thou wert deftraught and madd with terror, 

Bnc. T ut feare notme, 

I can counterfeitthedeepe Traiedian, 

Speake and looke backe and prie on euery fide ; 

/mending deepe lufpitton ^aftlylookes 
.^re at ray feruice like inlorced fmiles, 

Aa^i both are ready in their oftices 

7b grace my ftratagems. Enter Mater ^ 

Git. Here comes the mator. 
Sw.LctmealonetoeDteitainehim. Lordroaiot 
^/e.Looke to the drawbridge there. 

Bftc. The reafbn wc haue fent for you. 

Glo^atesbjf euar looke the walks. 
ji?«e.l!arke, / heareadiummc, 

(7/o'Looke backe defend thee, here arc enemies. . 

God and ouriaocency defend T$ 

G/e. O, 0 ,boquiet,itis , ' 

G a iSntrr 
















-■ ' *, <! 
':: r;>!l 



The Tragedie 

EnterCMesby mth Hafiikigs he4i, 

£r<i/,HecfC is the head, of that igopble traitor, 
Thsdangereus and VHfurpc(5lcd //<ij?/«^/, 

(?/<;. So dcarc I lou’d the man, that I mud wccpc.- 
I lookc him for theplaineft harmclefla man, 

That breathed vpoij this e« iha Cbrijtltari.- . , , , 

Looke ye my , v ■ . 

I made him rnybopke wherein my foule recWdcd 
Thf Hiftpfy^ all b,c,r.fccrct' thoughts I ‘ , 

So fmooch he dat^'d !}i$..v;ce,with;rocyy,o 
That his apparent gjtih ^'pjued^v ir- - 

Helaid;from ail attaiWetoflafpc'i^* . . , , . > 
8»e.VVt]I,wdl,hc was tbecewertft Ihdtrcd traitor 
That euer liu’d, would you hi^aipv)gj^ied, .^tr 
Or almort bcleuc, were it ,i^t hy gfeag preierdatioa 
WeliuetottU i^|ff>UjftlK :,fui>tile traitor : ; • , i 

Had this day plotted iittherCDunjcUhoufc, ,, , . . 

To murder me ttnd ray good Lwd Ohetfttr^ , • . 

Ma- What had he lV? .. ^ . , , /r. 

Gle. What thinke ye;, vy? arc^iThthcsps Jni^deU,; ; f 

Or that wee fhoiild againd -the.coiwfcofLaw, ■, 
Procecdethus ralhiy to the vijlaines death, v • '' ' ■, 

But that the cxtreainc perrili of the cafe, 

The peace of England, and par pesfonsTaftty 
Inforft vs to this execution ? ' 

Now faire befall you, he dclcrued bis. death. 

And you my good L, both hau? wall prpcf?dctlj 

To warne falfe traitors from the like attempts : , 

Incuerlooktforbettcr athishands. 

After he once fell in with Mifiris Shtre,, 

(j/». Yet had not we determined he fliould die, 
Vntillyour Lordfliip cams to lee his death, 

Whichnow the longing haft of thele out friends , , 
Some what againftour mcaniHg liaucprcuemed,! i ; . 
Becaufe my Lord, we would haue had you heard , 

The traitor Ipe'ake, and timeroufly confefle , 

The manner, a^jd the purpofe ofhis tr:alp% 



1 ha" vovi rir 



oj Richard the Third. 

Viito the Citizens, who happily may 
Mifconfture vs in him, and waile his death. 

My good L your gracious word ftiall ferue. 

As well as i had fetne or heard him fpeakc .• 

And doubt you not tight noble Princes both, 

But lie acquaint your duticus Citizens 

Wiih all your iuli proceeding? in this cafe. 

Olo. And to that end we wifli your Lordftiip here. 

To auoyd the car^nng cenfuies of the world. 

Bw, But fince you came too late of our intents, 

Yet witntfle what we did intend, and fo my Lo|d adue. 

C/o, After, after coufen Exit Jl^ator, 

The Maior towards Guttd-haU hiti him in all poft. 

There at your mceteft aduantaga of the time. 

Infare the baftatdy off djv.ird/ children ; 

Tell them how Sdw^ret put to death a Citizen, 

On ly for faying he would make his fonne 

HeiiC to the Crowac, meaning (indeedt) bis houfe, 

which by the lignc thereof was teanned fo. 

Morcciicr, vrgehiihatcfull luxury. 

Anti beai'iiall appente iiTcbange of luft, 
Whicli,Ht€ichcdt®tbcirfcruants,daughtcrs,wiucs, ' 
Euchwhctc his luftfull eye, or fauage heart, 

Without ccntrolclifted to make his ptcy : ' 

Nay forancetl thiis farrecomeneaTcmy perfcn, ■‘,- 
Tcli themiwhtnthat hay mother went vvithchilft - 
Ot that vniatiat£iafjj»ari;l, noble ’ 

My princely fathw then had warresin Ffirwe,. 

^nd by iuttcomputatioiyofthe.tTrne, ‘ ‘' j 

Found, that the ilfiie^as not His begoc, ■ 

W’^hich well appeared in his lineainTOts, 

Being nothing like the noble Dukemy father .* 

But touch this ipariogly as it were farre off, . • , 

Becaufe you know my Lord.iny brother liucs.- ■ f f . 
Bw. Fearc nottny Lord, He play the Owtop 
if the golden fee for which I plcade,- 
Wete for my fe'ife, 

Gh. It you chriue vrcll, bring them to Bayhards Ciftle, 
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ThttragiHe 

With reuerend fathers and well learned Bifii«ps; 

.^bout three or fourc a clockclookc to hearc 
What newes Guild-hall affordeth,and fomy Lord farewell 
6lo. Now will l in to take forac priuic order (Sx J 

7b draw the Brates of ^4»re»«,outof fight, * 

^fid to giuc notice that no manner of perfon 
ft/^t any time haue rccourlc vnto the Princes. 

Enter aScri»e«erwith4psferinhishAfid. 

T'his is the indidfment of the good Lord Hafiinas 
Which in a fet hand faircly is ingroff'd, ^ 

Tbat it may be this day red ouer in Pauls: 
n^nd matke how well the Icqncll hangs together, 

Eleuen houres I fpent to writ it ouer. 

For yefternightby C^tet^y was it brought me, 

7*he prcfidcut was full as long a doeing, 
yet within thefe fiue houres lin’d Lord 
Vntaintcdjvnexamined :ftce at liberty,* 

Here’s a good world the while, Why who’s fogroffc 
That fees not this palpable dcuice ? 

Yet who fb blind butlaycs he fees it not ? 

Bad is the world and all will come to nought. 

When fijch bad dealing muft be feene in thought ; Exitt 

EmerGltee^er 4t en* doare/BMekin^bAmM Mitbtr, 
GU . How now tny Lord what fayes the Citizens ? 

Bt$c. Now by the holy mother of out Lord, 

The Citizens are mumme and f^ake net a word. 

Git. Toueht you thebafiardyof Edwards Children? 
Bue, 1 did.* with the inlatiace greedinefieof his delirer, 
His tyranny for trifles ; hisowne bafiardy, 

Jis being got your father then in Frana : 

Withall 1 did inferre your lineaments^ 

Being the right Idea of your father .* 

Both in forme and noblenefTe of minde .* 

Layd vpon all your ri^ories in Seotland : 

Your Diicipline in warre,wifedome in peace .’ 

Your bounty, vettue,faire humilkie : 

Indeede leftinothiog fitting for the purpofe 
Vntottch’c or fleightly handled in difeoutfe > 
when tny wory grew to end, 



eJ'dScVAxAtbeThird. 

Ib,dthemtbatloucstUir<>im^^^^^ 

S Cod faue if/fW Englandsroyall King, 

^,.^,and did they fo? 

5#f.NofoGodhelpem(^ 

Rut likcdutnbe ftatues or breatWefle ftones, 

Lzde each on other and lookt deadly pale : 

Which when I faw, I reprehended thein : 

And sfkt the Major what meanes thts wilful filcncc? 

His anfwcre was the people were not wont 
To be fpooke too, but by the Recorder. 

Tbcnhewasvrgdetotcllmytaleagaine.* 

Thusfaiih the Duke, thus hath the Duke inre«; 

But nothing fpake in warrant from himfclfer 
When lie had done, fome followers of nritneowne 
At the lower end of the hall, hurled vp their caps, 

Andfomc ten royces cryed,God faue King Richard 
fhankes noble Giiizens and friends quoth I, 

This gcnetalJ applaufc and loulng (houto, 
Argueiyourwifedomcand your low to Richards 
And fo brake off and came away. 
G/a.whattongucleffeblockes were they, would they roc 
A»ff.No by my troth my Lord, fipcakc ? 

Ch. Will not the Mayor then, and his brethren come ? 
Bm. The Mayer is heerc ; and intend fome feare, _ 

Be not fpoken withall, but with mighty fine : 

Andlooke you get a'praycr booke in your hand. 

And ftand betwixt two Church-men good my Lord, 

For on that ground lie build a holy dcfcant : 

Be not eafie worme to our tequeff : 

Play the may des part, fay no, but take it. 

Git If Site not me, if thou canff pleade as well for them, 

■ds I can fay nay. to thee for my fclfc. 

No doubt week bring it to a happy iffue. 

Ene,jou (hall fee What I can do, get you vp to the leadst£A’ 
Now my Lord Maior, you dance attendance hecre, 
lAinke the Duke will not be fpoken withall. Snter C*fethy 
Hereconaes hit (eriiant : how now CatetlyfYihvt fayes hee? 
Cat, My Lord he doth intreat yout grace 
^OTifithim to morrow, or nest day ; 

He 
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' - The 'tfAgedife .. 

r-Ie is within and two reuer<nd Fathers, ' ' 

Diuinely bent to meditation, , ; 

And in no worldly fuic would he be mou’d, , 

To draw him from his holy excrcile. 

,Bw.ReturncgeodC4<»//^tothyXordagaine, 

Tell him my fcltcjthc Maior and Citizens, * 

In deepe defigncj a!Kl matters of great moment. 

No Icflc importing tbea^ dun our gencrall good, 

Ar« come to haue Ionic eonrcrcncc with his grace. 

Cat, lie tell him whar you fay my Lord, £^-;, 

B ac. A ha my Lord,e bis Prince is not an Edward.: 

He is not lulling on a leawd day bed. 

But on his knees ar meditation .* 

Not dallying with a brace of Curtizans, 

Butmeditating with two deepe Diuincs: .... , 

Not fleeping to ingrofle bis idle body, 

But praying to inrich his watchfull foule, 

Happy were EttgUnd, would this gracious prince 
Take on himfclfe the Ibueraignety thereon. 

But lure I feare we lhall ncuer winne him to it. 

.ilAi. Marry God forbid hisgrace fhouldfay vs-nay. 
£»ter Catesbj, 

Btic, I fearc he will, how now Catesby, 

What fayes your Lord ? 

Or.My Lord he wonders to what end you haue aiTenrbltd 
Such troopcs of Citizens to fpeake with him. 

His grace not being warnd thereof before : 

My iordjhefearcs you meaneno good to him. 

Bne, Sory I am my noble coufen fhould 
Sufpedt me that I meane no good to him. 

By hcauen I come in.perfedl louc to him, 

-/^^d lb once more returne and tell his grace r 
When holy and deuout religious men, 

-^rc at their beads, tis hard C 0 daw them hence, 

So fwectc is zealous contemplation. 

Enter EJehy and twe Bt(hefs aloft » 

'JHai, Sec where he ftands betweene two Clcrgimen. 
Bn$t T wopropt of yertue for a Chriftian Prince : 

To flay him from the fall.of vanity, 

Famou* 



0jmc\\MdtheT6ird, 

moftgraciousprioce. 

Lend fauoraWc cares to my reqaeft : 

And pardon rsthc interriiption 

a If My Lor**! Apologie, 

I ratherdocbefeechyoupardonme. 

Who carneft in the feruice of my ® od, 

Neeleatbe vifitation of my friends : 

Burieauingthis,whatisyoHrgracesplMf«^ 

Bfte. Euen that Ibope which pleafethGoa aboue, 

And ill goo<* ®en of this rngonemd lie* 

6U. I doe fufpea, I haue done forac offence. 

That feenie difgracious in the Cities eyes, 

Andthat you come to reprehend my ignomneer 

Bne. You haue my Lord s would it pleafc your grace 

Aiourintteaties to amend that faulN ^ 

6lf. Elfe wherefore breath I in a Cnriftian land ? 

Bne. Then know it is yohr fault that you tehgne 
TbaSupreatne Seate,thc throanennaieftioall. 

The Scepter office of your Aneeftors. 

Thelineall glory of your royall Houfe, 

Tothe corruption of a blemifhtftocke; 
Whileftinthcmildencflcof yourfleepic thoughts. 

Which heerc we waken to your Courjtrics good .* 

This noble He doth want his proper limbes, 

Herfaccdefac’t with fears of infamy, ^ 

And almoft fhonldtcd in this fwaliowing gulph 
OfblindeforgetfullneEe and datke obliuion 

Which to tccouer we hardly folicite ^ 

Your gracious fclfe to take on you the foucraigntyithetcor, 
Not as Tratffffor, Steward, SuofUtmc, 

Not lowly fadfor for an others gainc ? 

But as fucceffiucly from blood to blood. 

Tout tight of birth your Emperic,your owne i 
Forthisconfotted witbtbc Citizens, 

Your woifoipfuU and veryiouing friends, 

And by there vehement infiigaiion. 

In this iuft futc come I to monc your Grace. 

know not whither to.: depart in filence» _ 

! H 
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Traiedk 

Q* bktcrjy to fpcake io, your ifcf>:cof«, 

Reft &tcft my degree or y,our,copdi:iod ? 

Jour lone dcCrues my thaVikcs, but my dtictt 
Vnmeritablc (hones your highrequcft, 

Firft if all obftacles were cut away. 

And that my path were euen to the crowiie. 

As my right reuenew and due by biitbi. 

Tiet fo much is my pouctcy ot'fpii it, 

So mighty and fd many my deft(f^s,. 

As I had rather bide nie from my gieatncfTc, 

Being a Barke to brookc no mighty fea, 

Then in my greatcneftecouct to be bid. 

And in (be vapour of my glory (mothered : 

But God be thanked therino neede tor mef 
And much I neede to hclpe you if neede were, 
The royall tree hath left Ts royall ftoitc. 

Which mellowed by the Scaling boures of time, 
Will well become, the (cate of raaiefty } 

And make no doubt vs happy by. his raigne. 

On him. I lay, what yon would oo^met. 

Tbe tight and fortune t>fhU happy itarres, 

Which God defend that I (houid wr-ng from him# 
JSf/e.My Lord this argues conlcience in your grace 
But the refpe^s thereof ate nice and triuialj,. 

All circumftancp well colideted^ 

Tbu fay that£d>r<«rd is your brothers (bnne. 

So fay we too,b\it not by Sdr»*rds wife : 

For firft he was contracted to Lady Lucie, 

Tour mother hues, a witmije to that vow, 

And afterwards by fubfilcute betrothed 
To B«»u litter to the Kingof France, , 

Thel'e both put by apoorc pecicioner, 

^career zdnriOth«of many children, 

, j 4 bcautyr^waining auddittrefted widdow, 

Euen in the afternoone. of hc!r belt dayes, 

Made pric? and putchace cf his luttfull eye, 

Seduce the pitch and hcighr of all his Aought^ 

Ti» bale declenlion lo'at^ bigamie, 

By ID this rula Vk f J 1 bed he got, 
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n\t EArarlvihom oar ma^eri! 

More bitterly could j 

ilengood my Lord, taketo your royallfelfe. 

This proffettd benefit of d^ . 

Ifnot to bleffe vs and the land withall. 

Yet to draw out your royallftockc. 

From the corruption of a bufietime, 

Vmo a lineall tfue dot ii}td eoyit^ 

6/s.Alai,why (bould you heapb thefc eaiea opB» 
lam vnfitforftaw and dignity t 
I doe befccch you take it not amifle, 

I caimot,nor I will not yeeld to you. 
isf.Ifyourefu&it'asm loueand zeale, 

Lothtoocp'ofe the cbiWcYouf bibthcts fonne, 

As well wckftow your tcndcmcffcpf heart, 

And gentle lind elFciiainatt rcttiotfe. 

Which wc baucinoted in you to yourc kin, 

And equally indeed to all eftates, 

Yet whether you except our futc or no, 

your brothers fonne (hall ncucr raigne our King, 

But wc will plant fomc ocher in the throne, 
Tothedifgracc and dowhcrallx>fydur boule/ 

And in this refolution here I Icauc you, 

Come Citizens, zounds. He intreat np more. 

Glo, 0 doc not fwcare my Lord of Bfickfffgh 4 $ftu 
Cat. Call them againc,my Lord and accept their futc 
wdw^.Do go6d my Lord, Icaft all the land doc rew it« 

. Glo, Would you enforce me to a world of care ? 

Well call them againe,! am not made of ftoncs, 

But penetrable to your kind intreats, 

Albeit againfi my confcicricc and ray foule, 
Coufcnof5Wi^i»^fe4w,andyou fage grauc men. 

Since you will bu :kle fortune on My backc, 

Tobcarc the burthen w^bethet I will or no, 
hauc patience to endure cue loidc, 

H 2 
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The Trdgedti 

But if blacke Randall or fo foule fac c reproach 
Attend the fcquell of your impofition. 

Your mecre inforcement fhall acquittance tnc 
From all the impure blots and ftaines thereof 
ForGod be knowesand you may partly fee. 

How farre I am from the delare thercofi’ 

M*y . God bltffe your grace,wc fee it, and will fay its 
Glo. In faying to, you flaall but fay the truth. 

Bmc. Then I falutc you with this kingly title * 

Long liue King iJ/cWd,England* royal! King. 

Adity.Amzn, 

Bhc. To morrow will it pleafe you to be crown'd? 
G/«.Eucn when you will,fince you will haucit fo, 

Saw. To morrow then we will attend your grace. 

Comeletvstoourholy taskeagaine.* 

Farewell good coufen, farewell gentle friends. Extmt, 
Enttr Qtuene mother, Dntchts of Terkf, Marquis 
Der/et at one deorefDsttches of Glocefitr 
at another doort, 

® Who Bicctcs Ts heeie my Nceee f 

ig«. Sifter well met, whither away fo fail ? 

*Dut. (7/o. No farther then the Tower, and as 1 gutffe, 
Vpon ihelikedcuotionasyburfelucs,’ ' i 

To "ratulatc the teftder princes there, ' '' 

Q^. Kind fiftertbankes wceleentCr all together. - 
Enter the Lieutenant of the Tower, 

And in good time here the Lieutenant comes. 

M. Lieutenant, pray you by your leaue. 

How fares the Prince ? * 

Lieu, Well Maddam sindin health ? but by your leaue, 

I may not fuffer you to Vifit him. 

The King bath ftraightly charged to the contrary. 

Q^. The KingjWhy, who’ s that ? 

Lieu. I cry you mercy I meane the Lord TrsteUor, 

The Lord protefl him from' that Kingly title : 

Hath he fet bonds betwixt there lone and me : 

I am their mother who (liould keepe me from them ? 

I am their father, mother, and will fee them. 

Dm, Glo, Their Amt I am inlaw, in louc their mother ; 

■' Th; 
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ofYiichird the Third, 

^ea fcarc not thou, He beare thy blame, ^ ^ 

^nd take thy office from thee one my penll. 
l,eu. I doe bcfeech your graces all to pardon me # 

I»mboundbyoath,I may notdoeit. 

Enter Lord Stanley. 

Stm. Let niebut mecte your Ladies at anhourchcncci 
^fidlle falute your grace of Torke,is mother.- 
,dndreucrcnt looker one, of two faite Queenet. 

Come Madam, you muft goe with me to ff'e/minjrer, 

Tliet*?o)|cfrowntd2f/c^f««rd/toyaU<^ " 

laCe in fundcratbat he$W 

baue Tome fcopc to beatCjdr elfc iToddd 
With this deadlikii^ncwes, :. 

2)«r.Madam hduc comfort, how grace? 

’ Qu. O Derfet, fpeake nqt to me, get thee hehcc^ 

Death and deftruiftidn dbgge thee at the hcclcs^ 

Thy mothers name is ominou s to children, , 

If thou wilt oiict ftrip id^h,goe crofTe the Seas, 

Aai Hue i)vitK ‘^ohmmd ftom the racepf hell, 

Goe hie thee, hie thee, from this ilaaghteir-houfe, 

Lcaft ihon increace tlie number of iHc dead, 

Jai make me die the thrall of Markets cutfe, 
Normother,wifc,nor EngUnds counted Queenc. 
^M.Full of wife care is this your counfell Madam 
Take all die fwift aduantage af the time, 

You fhall haue letters from me to my fonne, 

To meetc you on the way and welcome you, 

Be not taken tardy by rnwife delay. 

•D»r, 7 er. O ill difperfing winde of mifery, 

0 nay accutfed wombe the bed of death, 

A Cokatricc hath thou hatcht to the world. 

Whole vnavoyded eye is murtherous. 

Stan, Come Madam, I in all haft was fent for. 

Bm. ^nd I in all vowillingnclTe will goe, 

1 would to god that theinclufiuc verge 
Gfgoulden mcttall that muft round my browc. 

Were led hottc ftede to feare me to the btaine, 

jy nted let me be with deadly poy fon, 
die etc men can fay God fauc the Qdecnc. 

H 3 
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^ Tii Tra^fdie 

Aks peore ^ule, I enuie not tfiy glory, 

To feeiictny humor, wi^hthyfdfcaoharme. 

Drtt.GU, No, when he that is my husband now* 

CTame to me 1 followed //e«r/«courie, 

When the blood was fearfe wallit from his hands, 

Which ifliied from my other angell husband. 

And that dead laint, whicn then I weepingfoilowed, 
O.When I (ay, I lookt on Rtebdrds face. 

This was my widi.be thou quoth I accutfi. 

For making me (b yong (b old a widow. 

And wbenxhou wedfl, let,(brrow haunttby bedf 
And be thy Wife; if ariy ke (b badde 
As milcrable by the death ofthee. 

As thou haft made me by my deare Lords death, 

Loc tuen l ean repeate this cuHe againe, 

£uen in fo ftidh: a fpace, my womans heatc 
Oofly grew captiucto his hony words. 

And prou’d the fubie^ls of mine owne (bules curie, 

W bich e ucr firice'hath kept mine cyks from fleepe. 

For ncuer yec, one (lourc in his bed, 

Haue I eoioycd ihe'golden'dcw of fleepe. 

But haue bene waked by bis timerous dreames, 

Belides he hates me for my father Pf'arwiekSi 
u^nd will fli'ortly be rid of me. 
j 2»; >dlas poore foule, I pltty thy complaints. 

Dut.Gla. No nr.ore then from my (bule I mouraefor youfi 
Qm. Farewell, thou woefull wclcomcr of glory. 

J)Ht. g lo. wdduepeore (bule thou takeft thy leaue of it. 
DHt,Tor»Go thou lo RiibMondZi good fortune guidetbet 

Go thou to and good .idngels guard thee, 

Go thou to faBiduary,good thoughts polTefte thee, 

I to my graue where peaceandreft lie with me, 

Eighty old yearcs oflorrow bauel fecne. 

And each houfes ioy wrackt witha weckcoftecnc. 

Tbe trn»!fetj femd^ Enter 'RJcbardcrennediBfick^S" 
hanff Cateshj^withotber'Hables 
Kin^.Stznd all a part, Coufenof BtukmghMn, 

Giu. me thy hand j H*re be afeends hU 



fr; 



Thus high by thy aduice ^ ' 

^dd tby sffiflance is King RitAdrd feared .* 

Bu' (hall we Were theft hoBours for a day? 

0i (hall they laft and we reioyce in them ? 

3nc, Still Hue they.and foreuet may they laft. 

Kmt, O BHcki"gbam now I doe play the touch, 

1 o try if thru be currant gold ndeedet 

ron® Fdwird lines tthinke now what I would fay 
Bfie. Say on my gracious foueraigne. 

Kirg Why Buektngbam.J fay I would be King. 
lue Why Ire you ate my thrice renowned Liege, 
King. Ha : am 1 King ? tis fo.but £<bi»«rdiiue$* 

Buc, True noble Prince. 

King. O bitter conlequenee. 

That fiill (hould liue true noble Prince, 

Coufen tbou wert not wont to be fo dull , 

Shall ] beplaine I wi(h the baftardsdead, 

^nd I would haueitfuddainly perfotmde. 

What (aieft theu ? (peakt fuddcBly,be btieie, 
yeur grace may dot your pleafuie. 

King, Tut,tut, thou art aU yce, thy kindcneffc ftMiethp 
Say, haue I thy:, confont that they (hall die ? 

Giue me fome breath my Lord, 

Before I pofitiuely fpeake herein’: 

I will refolue your grace imediatiic.-- 
Ci<f. The King is angry fte he biles his lip. 

KingJ will conuerfe with iron wittiefooles, 

.^nd Tnrefpefliue Beyes , nonearefor me 
That looke into me with conftdcrace eyes : 

£#;,higk. reaching S/tt ingbei* gtowea. circumfpei^o 
Lord. 

I^ixg. Knowft thou'BOt any whome comipting gold 
Would tempt vhto a clbfe cxplonof death. ^ 
Ftf.Vly Lord, Iknow adifoontetued Gcitc}e|||ji, 
Whole hu|j»b!e meaiKs macchcinot W* haughty 
Gold were as good :as twenty Oiatots, „ ' 

aud will no doubt tempt hfim to any thit^. 

What is bis name? 

His name my Lord, is TerrMI, 



Xiitg 
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Gocctllhim hither prcfcatlyj. 

The deepe refoluing witty Bttckif*gb4t»l ^ ; 

No more Oiallbe the neighbour to my cdimiell. 

Hath he fb long held out with me vBthrde,' 
v^ad flops he now for breath ? 

Enter Darby. 

'How now whatnewes with you? 

2>4r. My Lord I hcare the Marquefle Dorfet 
Is fled to Richmond^ in thofe parts be yond the feat 
Where he abides* 

King. Qatesbj . Cat. My Lord. 

King. Rumor is abroad 
That ^nne my wife is fleke and like to die, 

I will take order for her keeping dole t 
Enquire me out fome meene borne Gentleman, 

Whome I will marry flraight to CUrtnte danghtet . 

The boy isfoolifli andlfearenot him.* 

Looke bow thou dreamft : I fay agame,giue out 
That Anne my wife is ficke and like to die. 

About it, for it flands me much rpen. 

To flop all hopes whole growth may damage me, 

I mufl be manied to my orothers daughter. 

Or elfe my Kingdome flands on brittle glafle, 

Murther her brother, and then marry her, 
Vneettaineway ofgaine.butlamin . 

So fatre in blood, that lin plucks on fin, : i V 
Teares falling pittie dwels not in this eye* : 

Enter Tirttl. ’* 

IsthynameTlrrf/? 

Trr.Iames Tirrel, and your moft obedient fubiea. 

King, Art thou indeed ? ‘ ' ‘ 

SHir. Proue me my gracious fbueralgoe, 

Dar’ft thou lelblue to killa friend of mine ?' ^ 

7<r. 1 my Lord'tbutl hadtathet kill twtf deepe cncnuei, 
King.Why there thou haft it, t w^deepe coeroycfc 

Foes to my reft that niyTyMeke fl^epesdiftuibsy - 

A?^ they that I would hauc thee diale vpott r ' 

T<Wtf/,ImeanethofcbaftaidsinthfeTower. , 

Ttr* Let me haue meaaes tecome lothc®* ^ 



oj Kichaid the Tiiird. 

And f^ne lie rid youfrom thefcareofthem, 

^^rthou fingft fwcete muficke,Comc hither Ttrrta, 
rl h V that token, rife and lead thine care . Hn whtfpers in 
S„oUcbutfo.fay,isitdone hkeare. 

And I will louc thee and preferre thee too. 

Tis done tny good Lord. 

fyl Shall wfc hcare from thee TirreS,ett we fleepe ? 

7<rf Yea my good Lord. Enter 'Bnekinghm. 

Vui My Lord, I hauc coofidered in my mind, 

The late demand that you did found me in. 

Xw. Well let that pafle Dorfet is fled to Riehmend. 

5«ftl hcare that newes my Lord. 

X«f . Stanley i he is your wiues fonne; w ell lookt too it. 

'But My Lord I claime your gift,toy due by orpmife, 

Per which your honor and yoiir faith is pawad, 
TheEarledome ofHerfordandihc moueablcs, 

The which you promiled I lliould poflefle. 

Kmg. Stanley looke to your wife, ifthey coauey 

Letters to you fhallahlwereit. 

What fayes yoiii Highneffe to my iuft aemand ? 

X«w|. As I remember the fiXt 

Did prophefie thitRichmonddiovild be King, 

When Richmond was a little pccuiftl boy, 

^ King perhaps, perhaps, , 

iw.MyLord. 

- Xi»^. How chance the prophet could not at that time, 

Haue told me ibeing by, that I flioiild kill him. 

Bhc. My Lord, yout promiife for the Earledome. 

K.i»g, Richmond, When laft I was it Exiter^ 

The Maior in curtefie fhewed me the CafH'c, 

And called it Rugemount, at which name I flatted, 

Becaufe a Bard of Ireland told meoTice 
I Ihould not hue long after 1 ftw 

Bw.MyLord.’ .. 

X<»^. IwHatsaclockc? •. 

Bne: I am thus bolfl to pUt yoUr grate in minde , ' ‘ 

OfwhatyoupromifdctBC. ‘ . li- 

Xw^.Well butwhatsaefoeke?' . . y 

Vpoiuhc ftrokc of ten. 

I Kifig^ 
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7i.>f Tngedie 



Welljlet it ftrike. 

5W. Why let it ftnkc ? 

Ktn£. Becaufe that like a lacks thou keepft the ftroke 
Betwixt thy begging an J my meditation t 
lam not in the gming vaiiietoday. 

Bmc. Why then refolue me whether you willorno? 
Xw.Futjtutjthou troubleft me, I am notintherainer Exit, 
Bhc. Is it eiien fOjtewaids hee my true fcruicc 
With fuch deeps contempt, made! him Kingfor this ? 

O let me thinkcqn Mailings and be gone 
To Breckpoek^, while my fcarefull head is on. Exit, 
Eater. Str Francis T trreO. 

Tir.T he tiranous and bloody deede is done, 
Thcmoftatch-aiftsof pitiious maffacrc, . . 

That euct yet this land was guilty of, 

Dighton indFerrefi whom I did fubborne, 

To do this ruthfull pcece of butchery. 

Although they were flefiit villaines.bloudy dogs, 

Melting with tcndcrndlc and compaffion, 

Wept like two children in their deaths fad ftories ; 

Loc thus quoth ‘Dtghton lay thcle tender babes, 
Thus,thus quoth Fsrreft girdling ©tie another 
Within their inocenc alablaftcr armes. 

Their lipcs like foute red Roles on a ftalkc, 

When in there fommer beauty kill each other, 

A booke of prayer one their pillow laie, 

which once quoth Forrefl almoft chang’d my mind. 

But O the Diucll / there the villian Bopt, 
Whilftl>/^^t««thu8 told, on we fmoothcred 
The moft repleniflit fweet workc of nature 

That from the prime Creation euer he framde, 

They could not lpeakc,and fo I left them both, . 

To bring thcl'e tidings to the bloody King, 

Eater Ktag Richard* 

And heare he comes. All haile my fbucraigne Liege. 

ItjMf. Kind Tirrellfitid I happy in thy newes ? 

77r. If to[|haue done the thing you gauc in charge 
Beget your hapy neffe,bee happy thep, 

For Is is dope my Lo^. 
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Xixe, But didft thou fee them dead ? 

T'/r.IdidmyLord. 

And buried gentle r»rnff? 
r^rThc Chaplainc ofthe To wer hath buried them t 

But how or in what place I doe not know. 

Xme. Come to mec TifriS foonc after fupper, 

And fbou lhalt tell the ptoceffc of their death, 

Mtsne time but thinks how I may do thee good, 

^ndbeinheritorofthydefire, Ex$t TtmU, 

Farewell till foone. 

The fonne of hauo I pend vp dole, 

His daughter meancly hauc I matcht in matnage. 

The fonnes of Edward fleepc in t/ 4 l>rahamt bolotne. 

And t/inne my w ife hath bid the world goodnight : 

Now fori know the Brittaine!2^vA»»e»« aimes 

.^ad yong £A&<»^<?rjlMny brothers daughter, 

Jni by that knotlookes proudly ore the Crownc, 

To her I goe a iolly thriuing wooer. Enter Qatesbji 

Cat. My Lord. 

King. Good newes or bad, that thou comeft fo bluntly ? 

■ ^4t.Bad newes my Lord,f/y is fled to Rtehwead, 
AndB«e<^»jjI>4aw backt with the hardy 
Linthefield, and Bill his power cnctcafeth, 

Kmg Ely with %tehmond troubles me more ncare 
Then Buckingham and his rafh leueld army ; 

Come I haue heard that fcarefull commenting. 

Is leaden feruitor to dull delay , 

Delay leades impotent and fnailc-pac’t beggery. 

Then fiery expedition be my wings, 

and Herald for a King : 

Come mufter men, my counfailc is my fhield. 

We muft be briefc,wbeo traytots braue the field. Exmat, 
Enter Qaeene tj^argretfola. 

Q», Mar, So now profperity begins to mellow, . 

And drop into the rotten mouth or death ; . : . : 

Here in thefc confines fllie hauc I lutkt, ■ • 

To watch the waihing of inin.e aduci farics ; 
Adireindu£fionam 1 witneffetoo, " 

And willto France, hoping the confequence ; . 

la Will 








The Tra^eMe 

Will pro:>uea? blfter,blackea»d rt.iglcill, 

Withdraw thee wretched jUirgret,who com?s hrere,' 

Suterthe Queene **tdtbff DittchisafTar^, 

Q^, /^h my yo ig Princes^ah my teiidcr babej, 

My vnblowne flower, new appearing fyvccis, 

If yet your gentle fooles fliein the a>re, 

^nd be not fist ia doosne petpetuaH, 

Houcr aboue me with yourairie wings, 
uind heate your mothers iamei}.(:<tions« 

j^a. Houer about her, fay that fight fpr right, 

Hath dimd your infant moroe, to a^ed night, 

Qh. Wilt thou O God flic from fuch gentle latnhes, 
uiad throw them in the jncrailcJ of the Wolfe ; 

When didfl thoufleepe when fttch a d?ed was done I 
Qu, Mur. When holy died, and my fweete foit, 
Blindc (ighc,dead life, poorc mortall liuingGhoft, 
Woes fccane, worlds (haroc, graues due by life yfutpt, 
Refl their vnrefton EngUnds lawful! earth, 

Vnlawfull made dmnkc with innocents blood, 

O that thou wouldft as well afford a graue, 
ji% thou canfl: yceld a raelanehoUy feat, 

Then would I hide my bones, not reft them hccrc : 

0 who hath any caufe to roourne but I ? 

P«r. So many raifiries haue craz’d my voyce 

That my woe-weriedtongueis mute and dumbe, 
plantageoct, why art thou dead ? 

If ancient forrow be moftreuerenr, 

Giuc mine cite benefit of fignioris, 

>4ndiet my woes ffowne on the vpper hand, 

If forrow canadmitfocicty. 

Tell oucr your woes again ? bv vc wing mine '• 
lhad an Edivard t\ll a ^/f^isrdkild him, 

1 had a Rtebard, t\W a Richard kill him. 

Thou hadft an Edvpard, till a TJehard Umm. 

Thou hadft a Richard, till a T^cbard kM hifn. ^ 

Ditt. I had a Richard too.and thou ' 

I had a Ratlaadtoo, and thou holpft ^o ktU him s 
OaMtr. rnou hadft a ^ 4 r^»«ton.t.ll RMMd m-n- 
tro.n forth the kennell of thy wombs hath crept, ^ 
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^Richard Tl&W, 

i. ell-hound that doth hunt vs all to death, 

7h« Dogge that had his teeth before his eyes 
To worry Umbes,,and Up their gentle bloods, 
fhatfoulc defacer of Gods handy workc, 

7 hy wonibe let loofc to chsfc ys to our graues, 

0 vWht, iuft» an^ true difpoling God, 

How do I chanke thcc, for this carnall curre 
Preyes on the iffue of bis mothers body, 
y^iid make her puc-fellow with others monc, 

Dut. O, Harries, wife, triumph not in my woes, 

God witnciTc with me I haue wept for thee , 
Qit,Afar3e»te with me I am hungry for teuenge, 
e/^nd now I cloie me w ith beholding it : 

Thy Edwardht is dcad,ihat ftabd my £ dward, 
other Edof^rd dead, to quit my Edward, 

Yong rerj^e,hcjs buiboote,bccaufc both they 
Match not the high perfetSlipp of my Ioffe .• 
rhy Clarer.ce.he w dead, that kiJd my Edward, 

And the beholders of thistragicke play, 

The adulterate H4fimgt,Rmtrs,Haitghaay Gray, 

Vntimely fmothc.red in their duskie graues, 

Fitbard yet liues,hclshUcke intelligencer, 

Oncly referued their fa»5lor to buy foules. 

And fend them thither , but at hand, 
fenfues his pitteous, and vnpittied end, 

Eaith gapes, hell burncs, fiends roare, Saints ptsy, 

To haue him fuddenly conueyed away. 

Cancell his bonds of life dcate God I pray. 

That I may Hue to fay the Dog is dead, 

Qa.O thou didft ptophefie the time would conig 
That I fliould wi(b for thee to helpc roe curfle 
That botteldfpidcr, that foule hunch-backt toad, 
Qa,Mar. I call thee then vame flourifb of my fortune, 

1 call thee thenpt^re fbaddow painted Quecne, 

The prefentation pf but what I was. 

The flattering index of a direful! pageant, 

One hcau’d a higb^o be burled, downe below, 

A. mother onely,mockt with two fweet babes, 

A dreame of which thou w«t , abreath,a bubble, 

' I 3 A fs 



Tiff Tragidie 

A fi^ne of dignity, a garifh fiagge. 

To bee the aime of cuery dangerous fhot, 

A Qucchc in iea{|, ondy toftll the feeahe : 

W ncre is thy husband now, where be thy brothers ? 
where be thy children, wherein doeft thou ioy > 

VV ho fucs to tne and cries God faue the Queehc ? 

Where be the bending Peerei that flattered thee ? 
where be the thronging troupes that followed thee 
Decline all this and fee what now thou art. 

For happy wifc,ainoft diflrefTcd widdow ; 

For loyfull mother one that wailcs the name.* 

For Q^ene, a uery Gatifc crown’d with care : 

For one being fued too,one that humble fues ; 

For onfr commanding all, obeyed of none ; 

For one that fcornd at me, now fcorn’d of me « 

Thus hath the courft of iufticc wheel’d about, 

AcA left me but a very prey to tithe, 

H-auing rio more, butthoughtof what thou art, 

To torture thee the more, being what thou art : 

Thou didft vfurpe my place, and doeft thou not 
VTurpe the iuft proportion of my forrow ? 

Now thy proud nccke.bcares halfc my butthened yoke, 
From vvhich, eucn heere, I flip my wearied nccke, 

Aadi. leauc the burthen of it ail on thee ; j 

Farewell Torket wife, and Queone offad mifcbance, 

Thcfe Englrfh woes will make me fmile in France. 

Qh. O thou well skild in cutfes flay a while, 
exfnd teach mchdwto cuffemincCHemycs, 

Q»,M/tr. Forbeare to fleepe the night, and faft the day. 
Compare deaths happiRelTe with liuing woe, 

Thinkc that thy babes were fairer {hen they were, 

And he that flew them fowler then be is : 

Bettring thy lofle make the bad cauler worfe, 

Revoluing this will teach thee how to curft. 

Qh. My words arc dull., O quicken them with thine, 
Q^M.Thy woes will make them fliarp & pierce like ifninS' 
Dut, Why ftiould calamity be full ofwords? Exit 

woes, 

Poore * 



Qh. Windieatturnicstoyour clien 
Aiery fucceeders of inteftate ioyes, 



^Richard thelhird. 

Poore breathing orators of mifcrics, ^ 

Let them hauc fcope,thoogh what they doe impart 
Helpenot all, yet not dec they cafe the hart. 

Dm. If fo, then be not tong-tide, goc with me, 

Andin the breath of bitter words, lets fmooher 
My damned fonnc,which thy roo fonnes Jmothet’d 
I bcarc his dram.be copious in exclaimes . 

S»ter Ki"g %i(kitrd marching with drummet 
and trumpets. 

Xwf . Who intercepts my expedition ? 

• A flae, that might hauc intercepted thee. 

By ftrangling thee in her accurfed wombe. 

From all the flaughters wretch, that thou haft done, 
^«.Had’ft thou that forehead with a golden crowne, . 
'\VbC!c(h«u:dbcgrauen,if that right were right. 

The flaHghter of the Prince that owde that crowne. 

And the dire death ofnny two fonnes, and brothers; 

Tell me thou vilUine flauc, where are my children ? 

Dm, Thou todCjthou todc.wherc is thy brother C4irew ? 
Andlittlc Ned PlantJgenet, bis fonoc r 

Where is kind Hafimgt. Riutrs yaHghafs,Grajy 
Ktrg. A flourifh trumpets, ftrike alarum drummes. 

Let not the heauens hearc tbefe tell-taile women 
Raileonethe Lord anointed. Srike I fay. The irnmeplc 
Either be patient and intreat me faire, fsHads, 

Or with the clamorous reports of warre. 

Thus will I drownc your exclamations » 

Dm. art thou my lonne? 

Xw^.l.IthankeGodjmyFatherand your fclfc. 
jD«f,Then patiently hearc niy impatience. V 

Ring. Madam I haue a touch of your condition , , 

Which cannot brookc the accent of reproofe. 

Em, I will be mildc and gentle in my fpeech. 

Rw. and briefc good mother for I am in baft. 

Em, art thou fo haftie I haue ftaid for thee, 

Godknowes in anguilh, paine and agonic* 



'^4 



A.i»g, and came I not at laft to comfort you ? 
Em, No by the holy roode thou knowft it well, 
I tjou camft on earth, to snake the earth my hell s 





’ . 7hf Tr4^f J^ 

A grccuous buithcn wa$ thy bitthtome, - 
Tccchicafld wa'werd was thy infailcy, 

Thy fchoole-daies hightfiill.derperate, wHd ahdfutiouj} 
Thy age crfnfirntde, proud l;ibtilc,bloudie trcchcfoas, . 
What comfottable hofiifteiiift thou iiamc, 
ThatcutrgraG'*c wcdirthy'corflpany ? 

/C/*^.F:ych none but home, tbsicald your grace 

To brcakefaft cnce fof th of inycdmpany: 

Ifitbe fogratiousin yourfight, 

Let me march on afid Hot offend your grace. 
f)ut: O heare me ippake, for I ftaall ncucr fee thee mote, 
Km. Gome, cbme, y^u arefo© bitter. 

*Z)«r,Ettherthcm Wiltdieby Gods iuft ordinance 
Ere from bis Wtitre thoa tuffle a conquerour, 

Or I with gi kife and cxttcame age ftiall perilb, 

And neuet looke vp©tl thy face againe : 

Therefore take with thee my moft heauy cutfc. 

Which in the day of battcll tire thee more 
Then all thecOttiplcate armour that thou wetft, 

My prayers on the adtictfe party fight. 

And there the little foulesof Edwardt children 
Whifpet the fmrits of thine enemyes. 

And promife t^m fuccelTe in yiftory, 

^Ibody thoir art andbloody <vtll be thy end, ^ 

Shamc-ferucs thy life, add doth thy death attend. 

Though farrrtiorc caufc, yet much Icffefpmt to curie 

Abidcsin me, I fay amen to all. 

Ki»£. Stay Madam, I muft fpcake a word with you. 
0«7l haue no illorefonnes of the royall blood, 

F« thee to murther,for my daughters, Richard 
rhcydhallbe praying nunnes, not w«pingQlLcen«s, 
^nd therefore Icucir not tohittheit hues, 

JC#»/.You hauc a daughter cald SUz^apeth, 

Vertuous and faire, royall and gr^ibus. ' 

Qu ^ndmuffliiedieforihisPG-lethcrliue, 

JSd'lIe corrupt her manners, ftaine her beauty, • 

SlaBdermyfclfc,asfaIfc bed. 

Throw oucr her the vailc of infamy, . • 

SoihcaiayUucynfcatdcfrombleedingfl S 
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oj Viichatd the Tiiird. 

0 ?And onely in that fafety died her beothets. 

Locattbeirbirthsgoodftartwateoppofitc.. 

o/now there Hues bad friends were contrary. 

Allvaauoydcd isthedoomeofdeftiny, 

0 / True when auoyded grace makes deftany, 

Mvbabcsweiedeftindetoafairer death, 

Tf 'race had blcft thec with a fairer life. , 

KiM Madam fo thriue I in my dangerous attempt of hoftile 

As iofend mote good to you and yours, farmes, 

Theneueryouandyourswereby |«®wongd. 

np. What good is couered with the face or heauen, 

Tobedifcoucfcdthatcandoeroegood. ... 

.The aduanccmeni of your children inighty Lady, 

Qn. Vp to fomc fcaffold, there to loofe their heads. 

King, No to the dignity and height of honor. 

The hight inperiall ripe of this earths glory. 

^.Flatter my forrowes with report of it, 

Teii me what ftatc,what dignity, what honor, 

Canftthoudcmifetoanychildcofminc. 

Kmg. Euen all I haue, yea and my felfe and all. 

Will I endow a child of thine, 

So in the Lethe ofthy angry foule, 

Tboudrownethe fad remembrance of tbofe wtongs 

Wbichthoufuppofcftlhauedonetothee. 

jQa, Be btiefcjleaft that the proceffe of thy kindnefle 
Laft longer telling then thy kindoeffe doo; 

King Then know that from my fouic I loue thy daughter, 
5^)My daughters mother thinkes it with her fouic. 

Xing. What doc you thinkc ? 

^ T hat thou doeft louc my daughter from thy foole, . 
Sofrom thy foule didtt thou loue her brothers^ : 

And from my hearts louc, I thankctlKC for 5*^5 - * * - 

iC/«^.Benot fo haftic to confound mymean’mgj 
1 Imeaiic that wuh my fouic I louc try daughter, 

And mcanc to make her Qucenc of ■ j ' , . 

I ^ K 



Tfje trageMe 

Say then who doeft thou mcanc flnall be her King ? 
Euen he that makes her Queenc,vvho fhould cil'j? 
j^«. What thou? 

Kt>ig. I,euen I, what thinkc you of it Madam? 

How canft thou wee her ? 

That I would learne of you. 

As one that were beft a<ju3intcd with her hnmor. 

jg». And wilt thou learne of me ? 

Madam with alt my heart, 

Qu. Send to her by the man that flew her brothcri 

A paire of bleeding hearts, thercoiiiograue, 

Edward and Yorke, then happily Ihe will wcepe, 
Therefore prefentto her , as fpmetimes Mar tret 
Did to thy Father,a handkercheffe ftcept in RntUnds blood, 

And bid her drie her weeping eyes therewith. 

If this inducement force her no t to louc. 

Send her a ftory of thy noble adls : 

Tell her thou mad’ft away her ynckle Clarenet, 

Her Vncle yea j and for her fake 

Madeft quicke conueiance with her good Aunt 
King, Come, come, ye mockc ra? , this is not the way 
To winne your daughter. 

Qm, There U no other way, ■ 

VnletTe thou couldft put on fomc other ffiape. 

And rot be Richard that hath done all this. 

Kin?, Inferre faire Englands peace by his alliance. 

Qa, Which fhs (hall purchacc with ftill lading wane, 
Ktn? Say that the King which may command intreats. 
That at her hands which the Kings king fotbuL 
King. Say flic fhall be a high and mighty QueeDC. 
Qh,Xo waiie the title as her mother doth. 

King, Say I will louc her eucrlaftingly. 

O^.bat how long fha l chat lUlc cucr laft ? 

Sweetly inforce vnto her faire Hues end, 

0«, But how long faitcly fhall that title laft ? 

Kng. So long as heauen and nature lengthens it, 
Qu.So long as bcl! and RjcbardhkeiOUt> 

Ki"f> Say 1 her foucraigne am her ftibiect loue. 

But fbc your fubic^l loths fuch fquetaingtic. 



of Richa Thtr^. 

Be eloquent in my bchalfc to her. ^ 

o/U honeft tale fpceds beft being plaindytould. 

r^g. lh« in pWiK Marmn tell l>« n>X 
C»/piain0 and not Honeft is to harfli a fti'e. 

Madam your rcafons are too (hallow and to qmckc, 

' OiO no my rcafons ate to deepe and dead : 

Twdeepe and dead poorc infants in there gtaue, 

H«pe on it ftill (ball I, tUl bcatt-ftrings breake, 
kL Now by my Gcorgc,my ©aner, and roy Cfowne. 
( 2 »;ptophain’d,di(hounor-’d,and the third vferped, 
jiTw, I fwere by nothing, 

C)(». By nothing foi this is no oath, 

TbsGeorge prophain d,hath loft bis holy. honour : 

The Garter blcmiftit, pawn’ d his Knightly rertue .• 

The Ctowne vfurpt difgtac’t his Kingly dignity. 

If nothing thou wilt fwerc to be belecued, 

Sweare then by fometbing that thou haft not wtong a, 

K/*?. Now, by the world; 

Ti$ full of thy foule wrongs : 

My Fathers death.' 

Thy fclfe hath that dilhonot’d. 

King, Then by my fclfc. 

Qu, Thy fclfe,thy fclfc mifufeft ; 

Ktiig, W liy then by God ; 

Qu. Gods wrong is moft of all ; 

If thou hadft fear’d, to breake an oath by him, 

Thevnity thcKtngtby brethermade. 

Had not beeiic broken, nor my brother flaine. 

It thou hadft fcard to breake an oth by him. 

The Imperiall mettall circling now thy brow. 

Had gtac’t the tender tcmblcs of my child. 

And both the Ptinceshad bccne breathing here, 

Whichnow two tender play-fcllowe for duft, » 

Thy broken faith hath made a prey for w ornacs, , ' 

By the lime to come. , / - - 

5“.That thou haft w'tong’d in time orepaft, 
f or Imy felfehaue naaoy teates to wafh 

Hereafter time for time, by the paft wrong'd. 

The children Hue, whefe parents thou haft flaughtcred, 

•Ka Vn. 



The Tragedie 

V ngoueind youth, to wailo it vt^ith her agej 
The parents tiue whofe children thou halt butchered 
Old veithred plants to waHe it with their age ; * 

S wcarc not by time to come for that thou haft 
ikifufcd, ereVfed, by time mifufed orepaft. 

Kjng. As I emend to prolper and repeat, 

So thriuc I in my dangerous attempt 
Ofhoftile armes, my leifc,myfcife confound, 

Day yceld me not thy light, nor night thy reft, 

Be oppofite all planets of good luckc 
To my proceedings, if with pure heartslouc, 
Immaculated deuotion, holy thoughts, ' \ 

I render not thy beauteous princely daughter. 

In her eonfifts my happineffe and thine. • 
Without her foHowestotbis land and me, ’ ' * 

To thee her fclfc and many a Chtiftian (bulir; 

Sad defolate ruinc and decay. 

It casnot be auoided but by this .* 

It will not be aouided but by this : 

Therefore good- Mother (1 muft call you fo) 

Be the atturney of my loue to her. 

Plead what I will be, not what I haue bcencj 
Not by deferts, but what I will deferue .• 

Vrge thencceflitie and ftatcoftinics, 

And be not peeuifh fond m deepe defigoes. 
jg«. Shall I be tempted of the diuel! thus; 

Kt»g,l, if the Diuell tempt thee to doe good, 

Qa. Shall Iforgct my fclft to bee my fclfe ? 
jr«r^*I,ifyour felucs remembrance wrong yourfelfe. 

But thou didft kill my Children. 

Kiftg, but in your daughters wombe He bury them, 
Wherein that neft of jfjjiccry there ftiall breeds 
Selfes ofthemlelues to your recomSture, 

Shall I goe win my daughter to thy will ? 
Ktng. And be a happic mother in the deed. 

^.I goe, writ to me very ftiortly. 

Kifffg, Beare her my trucloues kiffe : farewell. 
Relenting fooie and (hallow changing womani 



R4t, iAy gracious Ibueraigge oac the VVefterne coaftj 




E^ter M* 



oft\ch9LX^ the Third. 

Rideth a puifTantNauie ;To the fhore. 

Throne many doubtfull hollow-barted friends, 

Vnarm’d and vntcfolu d to beate thern backe , 

T,S thought that %iob^oy>d is that Admirall.- 

Andtberethcyhuilcxpcaingbutthea.de, 

ICinf, Some light-foot friend poft to the D,«f Norfolf^. 
HaJjfc thy felfe,or Catcsiji.vihac is he ? 

Cap, Hecre my Lord. 

Km- ^ 

When thou Cornell there, dull vnmindfull yilUinc 
Wbyftandsrhou ft ill, and goeft not to the Duke? 

Cat. Firft mightie foucraigne let me know your mind. 
What from your grace I fhall dcliucr him, 

Kitig* O true good bid him Icuie ftraight, 

Thcgreaceft ftrength and power he can make, 

Andmcetemcprcfcnlly 

What is your highnefle plcafurc I (bal do at Saltsbnri ? 
Why, what fliouldft thou doe there before I goe ? 
Rat. Your Highnefle told me I fiiould poft before.^ 
JC/r^**My mindc is chang d fir, my niinde is ebang d : 

H6w now v’vhac nevves with you ; f Darby. 

2) 4r, None good my Lord to picafe you with hearing, 
Nornone fo bad but it may well be told. 

Hoidaic a riddle neither good nor bad : 

Why doeft thou runne fo many miles about, 

When chon maieft tell thy tale a ncerer way, 

Once wore what newes ; 

Bar. Rfchmoffd is one the ftas. 

Kwg. There let him finke, and be the leas on him, 
Wluiccliucrcd runagate what doth he there ; 

3) 4r J knew not mightie foueraigne but by guefle 
Kifjg. Well fir, as you guefle, 

Stwrdvpby Dorfct^Bt^»gham.wA Ely^ ^ 

He makes for England to claime the crowne. 

King. Is the Chaire empty?Is the fwotd ynfwaid ? 

Is the King dead j the Empire vnpoffcft ? 

What heire of Torke is there aliuc but we ? 

And who is England King, but great Tor\«s heire? 



nr 



i 



rl! 



8 Th( Tra^d/e 

Thtn tel! me what doth he vpon tha.fca ? 

D^r. vnlcffe fer that my Leigc I cannot gucflc. 

Kt>!£. Viilcfl'e for that he comes tobe your Liege, 
you cannot gucflc wherefore the Welchmen comes, 

•Thou wilt rcuoU and flic to him I fcarc. 

I>4r. No mighty Liege, therefore mifituft me not. 

Jf /»<r . W here is. thy power now to beat him backe ? 
Where arc thy tenants and thy followers ? 

Arc they not now vpon the wefterne fliore. 

Safe conduflir.g the rebels from their fiiips, 

Dar, No my good Lord my friends arc in the North, 
Kf»g. Cold friends to %Jchard, what do they in the North? 
When they fhould ferue their foucraigne in the Weft. 
D^r, They hauenot beene commanded mighty fouttaigne, 
Pleafe it your Maicfty to giuc me Icauc, 
lie muftet vp my friends and mecte your grace. 

Where and what time your maiefty fhall pleafe ? 

Kwg. 1,1, thou wouldfi begone to ioyue with Rkhm0iid, 

I will not truft you fir, 

I?4r. Moft mighty foucraigne 
you haue no caufe to hold my friendftiip doubtfull, 

Incuer was norneucr will be faile, 

King.'Wc\l,go mutter mcnjbut heate you.leaue behind 
your fon geoTgc Stanley, looke your faith be ferme .* 

Or elfe his heads aflliraDCC is but frailc. 

D4r. So deals with him, as I prouc true to you. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 
ijliefMy gracious foucraigne, now in ‘Detun^tre, 

As I by friends am well advertifed. 

Sir mUiarn Cerntney^znA the haughtic PreUte, 

Bifhop of Exeter, his brother there, - 
With naany mote cenfederates arc in artnes, 

Enter another Meffenger, 

Mcf. My Leigc in Kent the gml fords arc in armts, 

And cuetyhoure more competitors _ , 

Flockc to their aide, and flill there power increaletn, 

Enter another Mepnger. „ 

Mef My Lord she army ©f the P!uke 
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^'Richard the Third. 

Xmf, Out on ye Owlcs , nothing but fongs of death. 
Take that vntilc you bring mee better ne wes. _ 

(Mef Your grace miftakes, the newes 1 bring is good. 
My ne w es is, tbatby fudden flood and fall ot waters, 
TlieDuke of Bteeki”gh«nts z\my is difpcrftandfcattered: 
/tndhehimfclfc flednoman knowes whither. 

King. O I cry you mercy I. did mittake, 

Raichfe re ward him for the blow 1 gaue him* ^ 

Hath any well aduifcd friend giuen out, 

Rew ards tor him that brings in BMekfttghamt 
Mef Such Proclamation bath beene made my Liege. 

Enter another Mepngiti 
Mef Sir Thomat LotuU, and Lord mat«iues Dorfet^ 

Tis faid my Liege are vp in armes. 

Yet this good comfort bring I to your grace, 

The Brittaine Nauie isdifpcttt, Richmond in Dor/et Jhirtf 

Sent out a boat to aske them one the fhoic, ,, 

Ifthey were bis a(fittants,yea, orno : 

Who anfwctcd him they came from Bnekinghdm 
Vpoi)hispatiie.‘.be mitttufting them, 

Hoift failc, and made away.for Biittaine. 

King. March on,march on fince wc are vp in armes. 

Ifnot CO fight with forrainc enemyes, 

Tet to beat dow nc thclc rebels here at home. 

Enter CAteshy, 

Cat. My Liegc,the Dukcof^«clii'»^(b<«w is taken, 

Thats the bett newes, that the Earc of Richmond 
Is with a mightic power landed at tjhltlford^ 

Is colder newes, yet they mutt be told. 

King, Away towards Salisbury, while wc rcafoii hpre, 
Aroyall battcll might bee wonne and lott. 

Some one take order Bssckjngham, be brought 
ToSalisbnry, the reft march on with me. 

Enter Darby, Sir fbrijiofher, 

Hi*r . Sir C hrij}epber,te]i Richmondthis from me. 

That in the ftie ot this moft bloody bote, 

George Stanley ufrtincVt vp inholdy 
If I reuolt off goes yong Georges head, 

Ttiefeare of that 9 with-helds my prefeut aide. 




I 




The 'trAgedte 

But tell me,wKere is princely Rtchmend now ? 

Chri, At Pembreoke, or at Hertford weft in WaUs^ 

Hay. What men of name refort to Him ? 

Chri.Svi Walter Herbert IbuWier, 

Sir Gilbert Talbot^ CnWtHiattt Stanley, 

Oxford, redoubted Pembrook?fiX lames Blmt, 
ap '7*iiiJW<WjWkh avaliant'Crevv,. 

With many mcrfc of nffbic fame and worth. 

And towards London thtj doz bend their coutfe. 

If by the way they be not fought withall. 

Retornc Tnto rtiy Lord,commendme to Him 
Tell him, the Quecnebath KahiHc conleiited 

He fhallerpohfe 'BUoAbeth^ daugHtef, 

Thefc Letters will refolue hitn*of my mind. 

Farewell. Exemu 

EnterBuckingham tA execution, 

iB«c. Wi’l not King RicharMs.t me fpcake with him ? 
%at. No my Lord, therefore be patient. 
]^c.Haj}ings,s.ad Edwards chrldrea,^i«e«. Gray, 

Holie King Henry, and thy faire fonne Edward, 
‘P<ra!i&<**tj3nd allthat-hauemilcarricd, ; . 

By widerhdnd cOrrflptcd, fonle iniufticc,. 

If that your moodiedifcontcnredfbules, 

Do through the cloudcs bebold-this prefent houre, 

Eucn for reaengqtmocke ray deftruaion ; 

Thitis All-foules day fcllowcs,isHriot? . , 

®i7why^hen tlUfoules,da‘e is my bodies Doomefdayi 
This is the day that in King time 

I wiftit might fall one me when I was found 

Falfs to his childten,or bis wines allies : ■ 
ThisisthedaywhereinIwUTsttofall,.'- 
By the falfe faith of him I ttufted raoft : 

This is all-foules day, to my fearefull foulc, 

Is chedetermined.dcfpitc of rny wronges : 

That high all-fccr that I dallied with, 

Hath tatnd my fained praict one my hwd, 

And giuen in carneft whatl begd inicaft. 

Thus doth he force the fword of wicked men 



To 



r/ Richard 

To tutne their points on their maifters bofome .• 

Now Marrrets curfe is fallen vpon my head. 

When he quoth’ftie,fliall fplitthy heart withforrow. 

Remember was a prophctclT^ 

Come firs,conucy me to the blocke of Ihame, 

Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame.’ 

Enter Richmondwithdrumes andtrttmfets 

%tch. Fellowcs in arracs, and my raoft louing ftieads, 
Btuifd vudemeaththc yoakeof tytannie. 

Thus farre into the bowels of the land, 

Hauc we matcht on without impediment a 
And beere recciuc we from our father Stanley, 

Lines of ftire comfort, and encoaragement, 

The wretched, bloody,and vfurping boare. 

That fpoil’d your fommcr-ficld, ai>d fruitful! vines, 

Swils your warme blood like wafh,and makes his trough, 

In your itnboweld bofomc,this foule fwinc 
Lies now eucn in the center of this Iflc, 

Neere to the towne of Leicefier as wc learne ; 

From T4wir*r/6 thither, is but one dales march, 

In Gods name cbcarc on, couragious friends. 

To reape the harueft of perpctuall peace. 

By this one bloudie triall of fharpe warre. 

I Lor, Eucry naans eonfcicnce is a iboufand fwords 
To fiteagainft that bloudie homicide, 
a I doubt not but his friends will flic to vs. 
j Lor, He hath no friends but who are friends for feare. 
Which inhis greateft need will flatinke from him. 
X/f6.allforouraduantage, then in Gods name march, 
Truehopc is fwift, and flics with fwallowes wings, 

Kings it makes Gods, and naeaner creatures Kings. 

Bnter Ktng Rtchard, TS[or. Ratchffe, Catesby,with others. 
King. Heere pitch ou r tents, eucn here in B ofivortb field. 
Why how now Cattsby, why loakeft t hou fo fad ? 

Cat. My heart is ten times lighter then my lookes. " , 
King. come hither: 

flerfelke,sNz muft baue knockes hajTJuft we not ? 

Nor.V^z muft both giue and take, my gracious Lord. - 
Ktng.Yf with my tent, heere wiUl lye to night, 

L But 
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7he Tr age die 

But where to morrow ? well all is one for chat : 

Who hath deferied the n'lmbcr of the foe : 

J^or, S'x orfeuenthoufand is their greateft number, 
JT/»^.Why,ourbactalian trebles tbataccount, 

Befidcs that a Kings name is a tower offtrength. 

Which they vpon the aduers party w'ant: 

Vp with my tent there .valiant Geoclcmen, 

Let vs furuey the vantage or the field, - 

Call for fome men of found direfltpn. 

Lets want no difcipline,make no delay, 

For Lords/o morrow isa biifie day, Eumu 

Enter Rtchmend with theLords. . . , 

Rich. Theweiry Sunne hath made a golden feat, 

And by the bright tracke of his fiery Carre, 

Ciues fignall of a goodly day to morrow , 

Where is Sit H'tHtitm Brandon, he fliall bearc ray itandcrd^ 
The Earle of kcepc his regirneht, / 

Good Captaine S/««r,beare my good night to him. 

And by the fecond liourc in the rnorning, 

Defirc the Earle to fee me in myTcnt. 

Yet oiic thing more, good Blunt before thou goefi, 
Whercis Lord .SrWeyquartcrdjdoefttbduJcnow?, 
Voles I haucmiftainc his colouts much, 

Which well I am affut’d I hauc nc.tdohe. 

His regiment lieth lialfc a mile at Icaft, 

South from the mighty power of the King. 

If without pettll it be poflibic. 

Good Captaine Blunt beare my good night to him, 

And giuehim from me this molt needfull fcrowle. 

Blunt. Vpon my life ray Lord, He vendrtake it. 

Rich. Farewell Good Blunt. 

Giue me fomc Inke and paper in my tent, 

He draw the forme and modic of our battel!, 

Limit each leader to his feuerall charge. 

And partin iuft proportion our final! ftrength ; 

Gome let vs confult vpon to morrowes bufinefle, - 
Intoour tent, the aire is raw and cold. 

Enter Kmg RichardyNou%,atchffe, C*^eth* 
Ktug. W nai is a clockc / 






O^Richaid the Thir d. 

/n., Ttisfixofthcclockefullfuppcrtiine. 

I will not fup to night,giue mefome Me and paper 
wh« is ray Beaucr cafier then it was ? 

Andlllrayarmourlaidintomy tent. 

rfltxlm Leige.and all things ate m readmeffe, 
yfe cirefull watch, chufe truftic Ccntinell. 

£;§tu? wUhtLTtrke to morrow gentle Nerfelkf^ 

JVon I waitantyou my Lord. 

Catesby. 

Rii;, My Lord. 

Send out a Purfcuant at armes^ 
rosLlejt regimcnt,bid him bring his power 
Before Sun-rifingjleaft hisfonnc George fill 
Into the blind caue of eternall night. 

Fill me a boulc of w ine, giue me a watch, 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrovv, 

Looke that ray ftaucs be found and not tooheauy Katehfe. 

Saweft thou the melancholy L . N'ortbumherUttd ? 
thcEarle of S«rre;, and himfelfe. 

Much like Cockfhut time/tom troupe to troupe 
Went through the army chciing vp the fouldiers. 
Kw^.folamiatisfied, giue me a boulc of wine., 
lhauenot that alacrity of fpirit. 

Nor clcarc of mind that I was wont to hauc : 

Set it downe, is Inkc and paper ready ? 

R4^, It is my Lord. ‘ 

my guard watch, Icaue me, 

Ratcliffe about the mWft of night come to my tent 
And hclpc to atrae me , Icauc me I fay ^ 

Enter Darby to Richmond hts' tent, 

Dar. Fortune.and viftory fit one tby hclme. 

Kicha All comfort that the darke night can afotd , 

Be to thy perfon, noble father in la wc. 

Tell me how fares our noble mother ? 

Dar, I by atturney blcffe thee from thy mother, 

Who prayes ccminually for Richmonds good 

L z ' So 



The TragfMs 

So much for that > the filent he u res fleale tm, 

A flakie darktoefle brtakes within the 
In briefe , far fo the feaibn bids vs be : 

Prepare thy battcll early uitbe moroiag, 

And put thy fotiime to the arbicennent 
Ot bloudy ftrokes and mortall ftaring warre, 

I as I may ; that which I would i cannot. 

With beft aduantage will deceiue the; time. 

And aiiietbee iatbis^doubtfull Ihodce ef nmes; 

But one thy fide I may not be too forward, 

Leaft being fecnc thy tender brother 
Be executed in his fithers fight. 

Farewell, the leafiire and the fearefuU timet 
Cuts off the ceremonious vowes:onoue, 

And ample enterchange of fweete diicouife, 

Wfiieh fo long fundred friends fliould dwell vpon, 

<§od giuc leifure of thelc tiglits of loue. 

Once more adiew he valiant atuilpeede well. 
Rt€h,GaoA Lord&coudu(% him to bis regiment: 
lie ftriue with troubled thoughts to cake a nap. 

Lead leaden flumber peife me downc to morrow. 

When Ilhould tnount with wings of vhJlory: 

Once more good night kind Lords Segentikmen. ExfHiih 
O thou whole ct^taine I account tny felfe, 

Looke one my force with thy gracious eyes: 

Put in there hands thy brufing Irons of wrath. 

That they may crufh dowae with heauy fall, 

The vfurping helmet of onr aduerfaries. 

Make vs tby rainifiers ofchaflicemetit: 

That we may praife thee in the ridlory. 

To thee I doc commend my watchfull foule, 

Ere I let fall the windowes of mine eyes. 

Sleeping and waking, oh,defend me ftilL 

Enter the ^hofi of fr/ace Ed>fi» to Henry the fxt 
GhofiteKR.tc.'Lex.intfiihiiViy on thy mule tomotrow^ 
Thinkc how thou fiabfl; me in my prime ofyouth 
At Ttvek^sbnri : difpaire and die. 

To Rich i Be checicfaU for tte wronged wuW 
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^Richard 

At butchered Princes fight in thy behalfe, 

Vme Henries iffue Richmond com^oxu thee. 

^ Enter the Ghofi of Henry the ffxt, 
CoatoK.Ric^^httt I was mortallmy annointedbody, 

gy thee was punched full of holes, 

Thinkt on the Tow er, aad me ; difpaire and die, 
j].jrie the fixt bids thee difpaire and die, 
ro Rschyctx.sxo\s% aod holy be thou conqueror, 
uame that Ptophefied thou fliouldft be Kin^ 

Doth comfortthee inthy flcepe,huc and flouufh. 

Enter the Ghofi of CUrenee. 

Ghofl.Ut me fit heauy one thy foule to morrow, 

I that was wafht to death witbfulKbme wine, 

Poore Clarence by thy guile bctrayd to death: 

Xo morrow in the battcll thiokeoBine, 

‘ And fall thyedgeleffefword,difpaire and die. 

TeR;cb, Thou off-fpringofthe hx>\i(e o£ Lanenfier, 

The wronged heircs of Torke do pray for thee. 

Good Angels guard thy battell, Hue and flourifn. 

Enter the ghofit of Ritters yrny, H mghan, 

Riu. Let me fit heauy one thy leule to morrow. 

j?/«er/,thatdiedatP«»y^er,di(paireapddie. 

Gray. Thinke vpon Grey, and let thy foule difpaire* 
r««|fi.Thinkc vpon Vanghitnys&d with guilty fearc . 

Letfall thy lauacc, difpaire and die. ■ lur 

All to R^ch. Awake and thinke our wrongs in ^ke.bolome 
Will conquer him, a wake and win the day. 

Enter the ghtfi of h-Hafitngt. 

Bloody and guilty, guiltily a wake, 

And in a blood y battell end tny dayes, 

Thinke on Lord Hafisngt difpaire and die. 

To AkA, Quiet v«trbubledfoule,awake, awakej ' 

Arrae, fight and conquer for faire EngUndt fake. 

Enter the Ghoji of tm jotig Frtitcet 
(jhof. Dreameonthy GoufeasTmaihetcdinthe tow®? 
let vs be layd with iB thy bofome Rtehitrdj 

And Weighthee downeioiuine flsathcahd deaths 
IhyNephewes foulesbid thee drlpairc and die . 

ToSJtSlecpe Rfchwona fleepe-in peace, and wake in 











! The Tugidh 

Good Angels guard jhee from the Boaies annoy/ 
Liue and beget a happy race of Kings; 

Edwards unhappy fonaes do bid thee flourilh* 

Enter the ghofl of Oti/ene Ame hie wife. 
Iktekard, Thy wife that wretched Ame thy wife. 
That neuerflept a quiet hourc withthe;. 

Now fi!s thy fleepc wiih perturbations, 

To morrow in the battailethinke one me. 

And fall thy cdgelcflefword, defpaire and die. 
ToWeh . Thou quict.foulc,flecpethou aquietfleepc, 
Dicamc of fuccelfc and happy victory. 

Thy aducifaries wife doth pray for thee, 

E Hter the ghofl efEttchingham, 

The firft was I that helpt thee to the Crowne, 

The lafl was I that felt the tyrany, 

O in the battell thinke on Buck^ingham^ 

And die in terror of thy guiltincflc? 

Drcame on,drcamcon,of bloudie deeds and death, 
Fainting diipairc.difpairiug yeeld thy brcatlii 
To Wch. I died for hope ere I could lend thee aid, 
But chcarcthy heart, and be thou not didnaid, 

God and good Angels fight on Richmonds fide, 

AikI R ichard fals in height of allhispride. 

K. Richard flatted out of a dreatste, 

K Rteh, Giue me anothrr horfc,bind vp my wounds ; 
Hauc mercy lefu ; foft I did but dreame. 

O coward confciencc,how doeft thou afflitd me ? 
Tne, lights burnc blew, it is not dcade midnight; 

Col d fearcfull d rops Hand oa iny trembling flefh, 
What doe I fcare my felfc? thercs none tlfe by, 
Richard loues Richard, that is lam I, 

Is there a murtberer here, No. yes I am. 

Then flic, what froifl my fclfe?grcat reafbn why, 
Leaftlrcuenge.WhatPmyfelfe vponmyfelfc} 

Alacke I louc my felfc, wherefore ?fbr any good 
Thaimyielfc hath done vnto myfelfo ; 



ff/R\chird/hj Ttird. 

0 no s alas I rather hate my feife. 

For hatefull deeds committed by my felfc ; 
lama vi!laine,yet I Iye,I am not. 

Foolc of thy felte fpeakc well,foolc doc not flatter. 
My confcience hath a thoufand fcuerall tongues. 
Arid cuety tongue brings in a feUetall talc. 

And euery taie condemnes me for a Tillainc s 

Periury, in the hightft degree, 

‘Murder, fterne murder, in thedyreft degree. 

All fcuerall finnes , all vfde in each degree, 

Throng all to the barre, crying all, guiltie, guiltier 
Iih^ldifpairCjtbcre is no creature louesme. 

And if I die, no I'oule ftiall pittie me ; 

Ahd wherefore flaould they? fince that I my lelft. 
Find i>v tny felfe.no. pit ry to m y . felfe. 

Me thought the fbulcs of all thatl hauc murthered 
Cametomy tent, and cuery one did threat 
Tomorrowes vengeance on the head of Richard 
Enter Ratelijfe» 



Rat My Lord. 

Zounds, who is there ? 

Rat.Uy Lord tis.I; the carely village copke 
Haue thjice done falutation to the mornc. 

Your friends are vp, .and' buckle on their armoii r, 
Kwg.O Rat c/ffe, I haue dream’d afcarcfulldreamcJ 
vvbat thinkft thou, will our friends prone all true ? 
Auf.No doubt my Lord, 

^ftg. O Ratchfe I fearc, I feare, 

Rat. Nay good my Lord be not affraid of fliadowes 
ApGftlcTrfa/.fhadowcs to night 
Haue flrooke more terrout to thefoulc of Richard, 

Arm”?" «n thoufand (buldiers 

iSar/”'"' ‘he%wefe-droppcr, 
^ohearcifany meaue to flirinkefrom mV. 

Lord, r- 

tCoodiflsJiiQyv , 
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The Tragedie 

'Rich. Cry mercy Lprds, andwatchfull gctule men, 
Tharyou hauetauca tardy fli^giardhecre. 

Z, cr. How hauc yo\j flcpt my Lord ? 

Rich. TheLneiCtcftflfifepi* and faireft boding dreamcs 

That euer pntrcd in a drovvifie head, 

Hauc I fincc yourdeparturc had; my Lord ; 

Me thought their foulca whofe body murthercd, 

Came to my rent and cried on yii^ory ! 

I ptpmilc you ray foule IS very iocund, 

In the rernembrance of fofairc a dreame. 

How farre jMo che tnotning is it Lords ? 

Lffr. Vpon the ftrokcof fom®. 

Rieh. Why thelitis time to arme,andgtuedire6iion. 
More then I haoe faidjiouiag country-men , Ommu 
Thcleifure andinforccmcntofthctimc, (hiffoitldimi 
Forbids to^wcll vpon,yet remembei this, 

God, and our good caiiie,Bgh€ rpoB our iide. 

The prayetsof holy Saints and wronged foules, 

Like high rcard bulwarkcs,fiaHd before our faces, 
extepr.thofe whom we fight againft. 

Had rather hauc irs winne, then him they follow : 

For what is he they foilowPiriiely gentlemen, 

A bloudie tyrant, and a homicide. 

On raifed in bloud, and one in bloud eflabliflied : 

One that made mcanss to come by that he hath. 

And flaughtered thofe that were the meancs to hclpc him; 
A bacc fouleAone, made precious by the foyle 
Of EngUtids chaire, where he is falfly fet. 

On that hath euer beene Cods enemy : , ’ 

Then if you fight agaiofi Gods enemy, 

God will in luftice ward you as his fouldiers ; 

If you fwearc to put a tyrant downe. 

You fleepc in peace the tyrant beif^ flaine, 

Ifyou doe fight againft your countryes foes, ^ 

Your countries fat, fliall pay your paincs the hire. 

1/yop doe fight in fafegardof your wises, ; ; 

Yoiir wiues fliall welcome home the conquerours •* 

Ifyou doe free your cbildrenLromthe fword, ■ . 7 

Your childrens children quits itin your age ; 



oj Third. 

Theninthenaw^ofGodandallthcferigh^^^ 
i ILnce your ftandMs draw your vvflhBg fword® 

' Forme, the rapfome of pay ^o}d 

Shall be this cold corps pnthe earths ooald face : 

|utifIthriBC,thegaincof*nya«em^^ 

'The lead of you fliaU lharc bis pare the rcof, 

SounddruEiesand ttup?p.ew boldly, ancJc^ccrefiilly, 

God, and Saint Geergt, Ricbm0i)d, and vittory. 

Erter King Rvh4rdf Rat. e^e. . 

What fayd T^erthHtHk^land as touching Rfsbmnd? 
Jt4t7Thathe was iicuer train’d yp in acmes. 

Kf»£. He fayd the truth, andvyhat faid S mrey then. 
l«;He feiilcd and l^yd, the better for out purpofe. 

He was ip the tight, and fo indeed 

Tell die docket here The clocks Jtribgfhif 

Qiue ipe a Kalendcr,whq faw the funne to day? 

*iR 4 r.NotIrayLp ^ . 1 ' 

.then bedifdaines to fliip®, rprby tpc bapkC* 

He fliould hauc brau’d the Eaft an home agpc, 
AblackedaywiUkbetofoiiicMy* . «^v 

R4f.MyL.0rd., 

Kift£, The lunnc williiot be feene to day, 

Thcskicdpthfrowncandlowreypondura^^^ 

I would thefe deWie tcares yverc from the groH^i^, 

Not fliihc to day , why, what is that to me 

More then to Richmond ? for the fdfe- lamc heau^ 

That frowncs on me leokc ladiy vpon him® 

Enter Norfoli^^ ^ 

Arraejarme^my Lord, thcfo,eya,u^t3:in,;^ nelL 

King. Come biiltlc, bui^le, capatifop^^ 

Call vp Lord Sf4»/rfjbid|«m bring his powej, ' 

I will lead forth my fouldiers to die pjaui.c, 

And thus mybat tel I (liall bee ordcre d. r 

Myforerward (bali4:>e drayyne inJength, 

Confifiin " ‘ - 



: :or; 



vurarcners.inaiipcpiaeea m xiic i.: 

W«Duke ‘‘ . 

ShallhaucthcleaduigofdK footeand 

f hey thus dire&djVve- wiU f^^^^ J 






'In 






The Tugedit 

In tnc tnainc balfelli whbfc puiflahcc on cithir fide 
Shall b:e well wiilgcd With bur chideft l^rlc i 
This, and Saint G;orge to b oo:e, what thinfcdl thou n6t 
Ntr.h gobd direiftion warlike foueraignc, tlilhc^etli 
Thii found I one my fciit this mbrnin^t i/waH... 

F dr Dic^dn tb) trtifii'r U ban^ht aud fe/4, 
Athmg deuifed bjr tfieeueiny, 

Goc Gentlemen cuery man ynto his charge, 

L<ft rtbtbarbablitigdreamesaff:ig!it butfoules, 
Confcience is a word that cowiidi vfe, 

Deuifdeas fifft tolceepc the rtrbftg in iwt, 

Gar ftrong arrhes be oar confckricev,#jr fWbrds oilf 
March on,ioyftc braiK ly^ la vs too it pcil ifidll. 

If not to heauen, then hand in hand to hell, Mb 

What {hall 1 fay sriot'e ttwfi 1 hsuc inftfd, tebb dn»j, 

Xemetnbet who you arc in cope withall, 

Afort ofeababondSjRafcolSjirtd ruti-^awaycSj 
A feutn of Btictaincs, and b^lc lackey pefants, 

Whomc their ore cloyed ebuntrey vbthits forth 
Todefperace aduenturesand afiufd defitu^ioD, 

You fleepingfafe they bring you to vnrelt : 

You bauing lands, and blcB with beautiouS witiei, 
They would reftraine the one, diftainc the other, 

And who doth lead them but a paltry fcllbW? 

Long kept in Brittainc at oUr mothers coft, 

A milke-fop one that neuer in bis life 
Felt fo much cold as ouet (hooes in ftow s 
Lets whip thefe ftraglers ore the fcas againe, 

Lafli hence thefe otterweenmg rags of Fr4#*v, 
Tfecfefamiflrtbeggers weary of their Hues, 

Who but for dreaming on this fond exploit, 

For want of meanes poorc rats had lung’d themfellKSc 
If we be conquered let men conqaerys, 

And not thefe baftard Brittaincs whom our fathers 
Hauein their owne land beaten, bob’d and thumpt, 

And on record left them the heire of fliame. 

Shall thefe eolpy our lands, lie with our wiucs ? 

Rauilh our daughters, harke 1 beate therf dram« 



o/Viich&t6 the Third. 

^ ArrUerS VOU^LTOYfCS iOthehCZQ^ 

®‘*ryour proud horfes hard , 
?“J,,he««tlVm*Uhyontbrotenflau«, 

Lords..*/ will p.««f 

Smv Lord hidorhdonyK, come. 

siXts£z;ss~ii. 

AJuanceour ftmdards, frt Vpon ourfoes, 

Infpire v$ with the fpeene of fiery Dragons, 

Vp^tbem, viaoty fits one our ^ , 

^ Alarum txmfons, Entn Cutttbj. 

Cat. Refeewmy hotdofMcffd/^r.rcfccv, refeew, 

The King ensas more wbndetsthcn a mao, 

Daring an oppoiitc to cuety danger, _ 

His ho:fe is flsinc, and all one focte he ngb*** 

Seeking for in the ‘^roat of death, 

Rcfcew.faire Lord, or elfc the day is loft. £>>ffr Tjffi 
Km. A horfe,a horfe my Kingdome for a nolle. 

Lt. Withdraw tny Lbrd, ile hrlpc you to a horfe. 

King. Slaue I hauc ftft my life vpona caft. 

And Iwill ftahd rhe hazard of the die, 

I tbinkc there be fixe fcwewds in the fidd, 

Fiue hauc I flaipc to day inftead of him. 

Ahorfe,ahorfe,my kinMomeforahorfc: 

jilarum, Eater kiihdrd & kKhmtnd, they fight, Ktcbd^a^ 

fUinetheHr^trdit iewg founded. Eater Rtchmond, D*r j 
hearing the Crotvaewifh other Lordt, ^ r* -J 

Ktch. God and your arme be praifed viaonous tnciKis, 
ThedayisourSthebloudicdogisdead. ^ 

JJ-r. Cooragious Richmond, well haft thou acquit thee. 
Lot heere tWs long vfiirped royalties, 

From the dead temples of this bloudy wretch, 

Hsue I pluckt off to grace thy browes with all, 

Weare it, and make much of it. 
fdtb. GieatGed of hcanenfay Aoiencqalb 
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TkeTritgtdk "a 

Dar. He is my {^ar cowiie, ■" 

Whether ifitiplejife fBay ,ai>w vyij^drw vs? 

R>eh, what twco 0 [f ciefa^^ fude ^ 

lohn ^Puks of.Norfo^iW«ltfr Lfr4 Ftrr^Jr 

Kf^ertBrokfph>rf./irFF4fmRmH^^^^ 

Enter their h«dj^8 ?fh!Pcpine;tb|B(|:bj^^^ 
PfocIaimfapardpi>j»^he 
That in iubmilfiotvwdl;rqti«^j(! ys. 

And thfin^s JVC bane f;3^ t^e .Sjaf^june^y, 

. We willvnite thc M^tprofe fuid/edv 
jL/Snaileheaueflvpqp,tb^fei.i^.cbniu0^i^^ ' 

P That long hathTro^w.n’darptpj^eirepifli!^^ 

Whattr3ytorhcaresi]ne,flndfayespQt Anacn? ' 
EngUnd hath loi^g b.^epc,I^^^^d,aad j^ard .bc|: 

The brother blindly -^‘^4jtfea4?rpi|ieps 
The father rafbly jlai^fawred biapwns j^nnpj 
The fonne compeld, becne butcher , to ^eiirej 
All this deuided^r;^ Md 
Deuided in thetediijc diuifipn. 

P nav kt Rifibmend pni 

The true fucceedets.of each royall h9ule> 

ByGodsfaireprdinanv copioyne tpgejher^' 

And letthy hcircs (^Gqdif tfui.yyviUb)c(b) 

Enrich the time to come with ^poth-fac’t peace, 

With fmiltng plenty .andf^te pyp^erpus dj\ics, 
Abatethc edge pf traitors graclpus Lprd, 

^ Tharwould reduce. thefe b^i^je dayes ^aine, 
A»d,j,nal^ in ttrea^s tjfbkwd, 

^t^bem jptlk^ . 

That would with tFea^nywpy,ijd,ihii»,^e lands ^ 
h|ow,eiu<5jI Wp^ndsi^e ;|l9pi^e,?cc Imes i^?i«e. 

That Ibe may lougliw hw|C^.i^d #y 







'4M 
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